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ODE  XXXVIII. 

TO  PLEJSUJIE. 


Si  s T£  R  of  Youth  and  laughing.  Joy, 
Sweet  Pleasure,  sorrowi-soothing  queen. 

Daughter  of  Venusi  ever-yqungy 

And  Bacchus  wreatb'd.wkh  ivy  green ; 

Whom  on  their  laps  the  rosy^bosom*d  Hours, 

And  all  the  Graces  nuFst. beneath  Idalian  bowers. 

O  lead  me  to  thy  blissful  vale  1 

Where  Hope  and  Health  in  sprightly  roundi 
Leisure,  with  Freedom  band  in  hand. 

In  dance  fantastic  beat  the  ground  ; 
Where'er  they  tread  the  fairest  flowers  arise, 
Embroidering  all  the  green  with  ever- varying  dies, 

Let  the  stern  pedant  love  to  waste 
In  studious  search  the  tedious  night, 

Attentive  to  the  learned  page. 

By  musing  taper's  glimmering  light, 

u 
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Whose  pensive  ear  no  wakeful  sounds  alarm, 
Save  the  lone  owl,  slow  clock,  or  bellman*s  drowsy 
charm. 

Me  let  the  cheerful  dance  engage, 
Swift  urg'd  along  the  lighted  dome; 

While  with  new  wa^rmth  the  virgin  glows. 
Her  cheek  all  flushed  with  fresher  bloom: 

Motion  and  music  tendcrest  thoughts  inspire. 

And  all  her  yielding  soul  relents  to  soft  desire. 

Let  the  sage  Hermit  shun  mankind. 

With  pale-eyed  Penitence  to  dwell. 
To  freeze  at  midnight  hours  of  prayer 

Within  a  solitary  cell ; 
Penurious  on  the  verdant  herb  to  sup, 
And  of  the  chilling  stream  to  drain  his  beechen  cup* 

Be  mine,  amidst  the  social  band. 
The  raptures  of  champaign  to  taste. 

Whose  vigorous  juice  new  relish  gives 
To  mutual  converse,  Reason's  feast ; 

While  old  Anacreon  seems  to  rise,  and  say, 

•'  Begone,  ye  toils  of  life,  ye  busy  cares,  away  I" 


ODE  XXXIX. 


TO 

POFERTr. 
BY  THE  REV.  THOMAS  PENROSE. 


HiB  thee  hence!  thou  speftre  foul, 
Fiend  of  misery  extreme ; 

Hence !  nor  o'er  yon  dwelling  scowl 
With  blasting  eye,  while  to  thy  haggard  scream 
The  midnight  wolf  accords  his  famishM  howl, 
And  madd'ning  wretches  loud  in  agony  blaspheme. 

Hence ! — from  the  artless  bard  keep  wide  aloof — 
Fly  rather  to  his  hated  roof. 
Who,  deaf  to  Mercy's  soft  controul, 
Can  steel  with  rugged  edge  the  soul : 

Plundering,  unmov'd  the  orphan's  cry  can  hear, 

Or  from  the  widow'd  lip  the  scanty  morsel  tear  :— 
But  pass  him  by,  the  wooer  mild 

Of  Genius f  friend  to  all,  Nature^ s  ingenuous  child^ 

Constant  toil,  and  coarsest  fare,  ■ 

Long  indeed  the  village  hind    . 
In  silent  apathy  may  bear. 
While  o'er  his  brow  Health's  rosy  wreath  is  twin'd  • 


I  ODES.  Ode  XXXlt 

While  his  passions  shiggish  flow. 
Borne  on  life's  pacific  round  ; 
Nor  aims  his  highest  wish  to  kjiow 
Beyond  the  hamlet's  pale,  his  grandsire's  farthest 
bound. 

Yet,  rousM  to  feeling,  much  he  mourns  his  lot} 
When  the  pale  visage  of  Disease 

Frowns  on  his  humble  coty 

When  sinks  his  drooping  front,  and  bend  his  feeble 
knees. 

Theref  oft,  unheeded  on  the  ground. 
May  Sickness,  Age,  and  Want  be  found, 
United  a// in  one  forlorn  abode. 
Of  grief  each  singly  own'd  a  melancholy  load. 

From  the  damp  and  earthy  bed 
The  sufferer  lifts  his  aching  sight  in  vain : — 

Despair  hangs  weeping  o'er  his  head : 
Sad  pallet  this  for  ease  1  sad  comforter  in  pain  1 

Fly,  ye  rich,  unbidden  fly. 
Pour  your  oil,  and  pour  your  wine : 

Wipe  from  tears  the  misty  eye ; 
Charity's  a  ray  divine — 
A  ray  that  lights  the  soul  with  brightest  beam  to  shiflc* 

Why  withhold  the  little  boon  ? 
Seems  it  much,  ye  sons  of  wealth, 
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Glitt'ring  moths  of  sunny  noon — 
Plum'd  with  gold  of  joy  and  heahh  ? 
O  think !  a  blast  may  come,  yourselves  may  perish 
soonl 

Yet,  different  in  this  common  state. 
What  different  care  attends  your  happier  fate  I 
Fading  you  may  sure  receive 
All  wayward  fancy  craves,  all  soothing  art  can  give : 
While,  with  equal  wants  opprest, 
The  child  of  Misery  heaves  his  laboring  breast, 
Cheer'd  by  no  kind  assisting  powers, 
Scarce  with    such    crumbs    sustained   as    himgry 
Health  devours. 

Melt,  in  soft  compassion  melt, 
Ye  gentle,  wail  th*  unlettered  peasant  poor  2 
Yet  keener  far,  as  more  severely  felt. 
Does  Penury  haunt  th'  ill-omenM  scholar's  door; 
He  calls  for  all  your  tears ;  give  these,  if  nothing  more. 

Warm'd  his  soul  with  genial  flame 
In  youth's  gay  spring  was  bid  to  rise. 

To  pant  for  science,  thirst  for  fame, 
And  hope  fair  Merit's  golden  prize. 

Much  he  hop'd,  for  many  a  taltf 

Of  praise  was  echo*d  to  his  ear; 
Full  many  a  promise  (flattering  gale!) 

Foretold  the  wish'd-for  port  was  near. 
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Awhile  it  blew, — then  dy*d  away, 

I.ikc  breezes  with  declining  day. 
And  left  him,  wondring  wretch  !   forsaken  quite, 
In  Poverty's  dead  calm,  and  Disappointment's  night. 

What  avails  th*  expanded  mind, 
Tuior'd  in  the  clioiccst  lore  ? 
The  suflering  body  lags  behind, 
Nur  lets  the  rising  spirit  soar : 
Call'd  homo, — what  Stoic  pride  the  soul  can  steel, 
When  every  sinew's  rack'd,  and  every  nerve  must 
feel  ? 

What  avails  the  glowing  heart, 

The  eye  that  glistens  at  distress  ; 
The  wish  all  blessings  to  impart, 
Or  make  at  least  a  brother's  sorrow  less? 
From  Trouble's  spring  the  deepest  draught  Ae  drew, 
Who  mourns  his  own  hard  lot,  and  v\  ceps  for  others  too. 

At  the  sad  mistaken  gate 
When  the  maim'd  veteran  takes  his  suppliant  standi 

Struck  with  the  hapless  warrior's  state. 
Sudden  the  pitying  tenant  gives  his  hand.— 

— 'Tis  empty — Seel  his  lids o'erflow,     ^ 
To  send  undoKd  away  the  hoary  son  of  woe. 

Love  too— for  in  the  lowliest  cell 

Chaste  love  with  purest  flame  may  dwell— 
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His  love— what  sorer  can  befall  ? 
Is  doom'd  to  sour  its  sweets,  and  dash  his  cup  with  gall. 

Before  the  husband's  and  the  father's  eyes 

Stormy  clouds  in  prospe6t  rise. 
The  future  orphan's  cry,  the  widow's  groan ; 

These  and  more  he  makes  his  own — 
For  ah  I  the  faithless  world  by  him  too  well  is  known. 

For  these  the  homely  robe,  the  scanty  board, 

While  life  in  toil  is  lingering  on. 
The  drudge  of  science  may  afford  : — 
But  Where's  the  friend  will  cheer,  when  that  poor  life 
is  gone  \ 

No  friend  may  rise,  but  many  a  foe 
Will  deck  his  visage  with  a  smile. 
Will  hide  in  softest  words  the  basest  guile. 
And,  while  he  soothes  the  most,  will  strike  the  deepest 
blow. 

Hence  the  pang,  and  hence  the  tear, 
When  his  daughter's  rip'ning  bloom 
Swells  into  agony  his  fear 
Of  the  fell  spoiler's  den — fair  Virtue's  early  tomb. 
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ODE  XL. 

TO 

SCULPTURE. 


BY 

JAMES  SCOTT,  D.D. 


Led  by  the  Muse,  my  step  pervades 
The  sacred  haunts,  the  peaceful  shades 

Where  Art  and  Sculpture  reign: 
I  see,  I  see,  at  their  command, 
The  living  stones  in  order  stand. 

And  marble  breathe  through  every  vein  I 
Time  breaks  his  hostile  scythe  ;  he  sighs 

To  find  his  pow'r  malignant  fled ; 
*•  And  what  avails  my  dart,*'  he  cries, 

«  Since  these  can  animate  the  dead  ? 
<<  Since  wak'd  to  mimic  life  again  in  stone 
"The  patriot  seems  to  speak,  the  hero  frown,*' 
There  Virtue's  silent  train  are  seen. 
Fast  fix'd  their  looks,  ered  their  mien. 
Lo  I  while  with  more  than  stoic  soul, 
The  Attic  sage  exhausts  the  bowl, 
A  pale  suffusion  shades  his  eyes, 
'Till  by  degrees  the  marble  dies  I 
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See  there*  the<  injurM  Boet  bleed  I 
Ah  1  see  be  droops  his  langttid  head! 
What  starting  nerves,  what'dyiog  paioy. 
What  horror  freezes  every- veio ! 
These  are  tfay>  works,.  O  SctdiplAire  \  tUne  to  sbew 
In  rugged  rock  a  feeling  sense  oi  woe. 
Yet  not  alone  such  ttiemes  demand 
The  Phidiao  stroke,  the  Daedal  hand; 

I  view  with  melting  eyes 
A  softer  scene  pf  grief  display*d^ 
While  from  her  breast  the  duteous  mai4' 

Her  in&nt  sire  with  food: supplies. 
In  pitying  stone  she  weeps,  to  see 

His  squalid  hair,  and  galling  chains: 
And  trembling,  on  her  bended  knee. 
His  hoary  head  her  hand  sustains ; 
While  every  look  and  sorrowing  feature  prov^ 
How  soft  her  breast,  how  great  her  filial  love* 
Xjo  I  there  the  wild  Assyrian  queen» 
With  threatening  brow,  and  frantic  mien  I 
Revenge  \  revenge  I  the  marble  cries. 
While  fury  sparkles  in  her  eyes. 
Thus  was  her  awful  form  beheld. 
When  Babylon's  proud  sons  rebeird ; 
She  left  the  woman*s  vainer  care, 
And  flew  with  loose  dishevell'd  hair ; 
She  stretch'd  her  hand,  imbrued  in  blood'. 
While  pale  Sedition  trembling  stood  ; 
In  sudden  silence,  the  mad  crowd  obeyM. 
fler  aw  fill  voicei  and  Stygian  Discord  fledl 
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"With  hope,  or  fear,  or  love,  by  turns, 

The  marble  leaps,  or  shrinks,  or  burns, 
As  Sculpture  waves  her  hand  $ 

The  varying  passions  of  the  mind 

Her  faithful  handmaids  are  assign'd, 
And  rise  and  fall  by  her  command. 

When  now  life's  wasted  lamps  expire, 
When  sinks  to  dust  this  mortal  frame. 

She,  like  Prometheus,  grasps  the  fire ; 
Her  touch  revives  the  lambent  flame ; 
While,  phoenix  like,  the  statesman,  bard,  or  sage, 
Springfreshtolife,  and  breatlie  through  every  age. 

Hcnce^  where  the  organ  full  and  clear, 

With  loud  hosannas  charms  the  ear. 

Behold  (a  prism  within  his  hands) 

Absorb'd  in  thought,  great  Newton  stands; 

Such  was  his  solemn  wonted  state. 

His  serious  brow,  and  musing  gait, 

When,  taught  on  eagle-wings  to  fly, 

He  trac'd  the  wonders  of  the  sky ; 

The  chambers  of  the  sun  explor'd. 

Where  tints  of  thousand  hues  are  stor'd; 
Whence  every  flower  in  painted  robes  is  dreSt, 
And  varying  Iris  steals  her  gaudy  vest. 

Here,  as  Devotion,  heavenly  queen, 

Condu6ts  her  best,  her  fav*rite  train. 
At  Newton's  shrine  they  bow  I 

And,  while  with  raptur'd  eyes  they  gaze, 

With  Virtue's  purest  vestal  rays, 
Behold  their  ardent  bosoms  glow ! 
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Hail,  mighty  Mind  I  hail,  awful  name  1 

I  feel  inspired  my  laboring  breast; 
And  lo  I  I  pant,  I  burn  for  fame  I 
Come,  Science;  bright  etheral  guest, 
Oh  come,  and  lead  thy  meanest  humblest  son, 
Through  Wisdom's  arduous  paths  to  fair  renown. 
Could  I  to  one  faint  ray  aspire, 
One  spark  of  that  celestial  fire, 
The  leading  cynosure,  that  glow'd 
V/hile  Smith  explor'd  the  dark  abode. 
Where  Wisdom  sate  on  Nature's  shrine. 
How  great  my  boast  I  what  praise  were  mine  I 
Illustrious  sage  I  who  first  couldst  tell 
Wherein  the  powers  of  Music  dwell ; 
And  every  magic  chain  untie, 
That  binds  the  soul  of  Hai^mony! 
To  thee,  when  mouldering  in  the  dust, 
To  thee  shall  swell  the  breathing  bust : 
Shall  here  (for  his  reward  thy  merits  claim) 
**  Stand  next  to  place  in  Newton,  as  in  fame." 
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CoMEy  musing  Silence,  nor  refuse  to  shed 

Thy  sober  influence  o'er  this  darkling  cell : 
The  desert  lyaste  and  lonely  plain 
Could  ne'er  confine  thy  peaceful  reign  ; 
Nor  dost  thou  only  love  to  dwell 

'Mid  the  dark  mansions  of  the  vaulted  dead : 
For  still  at  eve*8  serenest  houjr 
All  Nature  owns  thy  soothing  power : 
Oft  hast  thou  deign'd  with  me  to  rove. 
Beneath  the  calm  sequester'd  grove  ; 
Oft  deign'd  my  sacred  steps  to  lead 
Along  the  dewy  pathless  mead  ; 
Or  up  the  dusky  lawn,  to  spy 
The  last  faint  gleamings  of  the  twilight  sky. 

Then  wilt  thou  still  thy  pensive  vot'ry  meet, 

Oft  as  he  calls  thee  to  this  gloomy  seat : 
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Foi"  here,' with  sble'mn  mysfic  rTte, 

Weit  tliou  ihVok'd  to  consec^te  the  j^i-bund, 

Ere  these  riidci  walls  wfei*^  rearMrembtfefrAin sight, 

'  br  ere  with  mosis  itiisshag^  tobf  was  crttWn'd. 


Hail  1  blessed  parent  of  each  purer  tJnoDghf, 
That  doth  at  once  the  heiirt  exalt*  and  mend  1 
Here  Wilt  thou  nfever  fail  to  find 
My  yacatit'soHtade  inclined 
Thy  serious  lessOns  to  att^fnd. 
For  they  I  ween  shkll  h€  with -goodness  fraught, 
Whether  thou  bid  me  meditsfte 
On  man,  in  untaUght  Nature's  state ; 
How  far  this  life  he  -Ought  to  prize  | 
How  far  its  transient  scenes  despise  | 
What  heights  his  reason  may  attain, 
And  where  its  proud  attempts  are  vain ; 
What  toils  his  virtue  ought  to  brave. 
For  Hope's  rewarding  joys  beyond  the  grave : 
Or  if  in  man  redeem'd  you  bid  me  trace 
Each  wondrous  proof  of  Heaven's  transcendent  grace; 
Then  breathe  some  sparks  of  that  celestial  (ire, 

Which  in  the  raptur'd  seraph  glows  above. 
Where  sainted  myriads  crowd  the  joyful  choir. 

And  harp  their  praises  round  the  throne  of  love. 
The  trifling  sons  of  Levity  and  Pride 
Hence  shall  thy  awful  seriousness  exclude; 
Nor  shall  loud  Riot's  thoughtless  train 
With  frantic  mirth  this  grot  profane. 
No  foe  to  peace  shall  here  intrude. 
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For  thou  wilt  kindly  bid  each  sound  subside. 
Save  such  as  soothe  the  listening  sense. 
And  serves  to  aid  thy  influence : 
Save  where,  soft-breathing  o'er  the  plain. 
Mild  Zephyr  waves  the  rustling  grain  ; 
Or  where  some  stream,  from  rocky  source. 
Slow  trickles  down  its  ceaseless  course  ; 
Or  where  the  sea's  imperfect  roar 
Comes  gently  murm*ring  from  the  distant  shores 

But  most  in  Philomel,  sweet  bird  of  night. 

In  plaintive  Philomel,  is  thy  delight : 

For  8he>  or  studious  to  prolong  her  grief. 
Or  oft  to  vary  her  exhaustless  lay, 

With  frequent  pause,  from  thee  shall  seek  relief. 
Nor  close  her  strain,  till  dawns  the  noisy  day. 

Without  thy  aid,  to  happier  tasteful  art. 
No  deep  instniflive  science  could  prevail : 
For  only  where  ihou  dost  preside, 
Can  wit's  inventive  powers  be  tried  ; 
And  reason's  better  task  would  fail. 

Did  not  thy  haunts  the  serious  theme  impart. 
The  critic,  that  with  plodding  head. 
Toils  o'er  the  learning  of  the  dead ; 
The  cloister'd  hermit  that  explores. 
By  midnight  lamp,  religion's  stores  ; 
Each  sage  that  marks  with  thoughtful  gaze, 
The  lunar  orb  or  planet's  maze  I 
And  every  bard,  that  strays  along 
The  sylvan  shade,  intent  on  sacred  song ; 
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Shall  all  to  thee  those  various  praises  give, 

Which,  through  thy  friendly  aid,  themselves  receive ; 

For  though  thou  mayst  from  glory's  seals  retire. 

Where  loud  applause  proclaim  the  honoured  name } 
Yet  doth  thy  modest  wisdom  still  inspire 

Each  nobler  work  that  swells  the  voice  of  Fame. 


I 
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TO 

SLEEP. 

BY 

T.  SMOLLET,  M.  D. 


Soft  Sleep,  profoundly  pleasing  powery 
Sweet  patron  of  the  peaceful  hour, 
O  listen  from  thy  calm  abode, 
And  hither  wave  thy  magic  rod  ; 
Extend  thy  silent,  soothing  sway, 
And  charm  the  canker  Care  away. 
Whether  thou  lov*st  to  glide  along, 
Attended  by  an  airy  throng 
Of  gentle  dreams  and  smiles  of  joy, 
Such  as  adorn  the  wanton  boy  ; 
Or  to  the  monarch's  fancy  bring 
Delights  that  better  suit  a  king ; 
Tlie  glittering  host,  the  groaning  plain. 
The  clang  of  arms,  and  vigor's  train ; 
Or,  should  a  milder  vision  please, 
Present  the  happy  scenes  of  peace ; 
Plump  Antumn,  blushing  all  around. 
Rich  Industry  with  toil  embrown'd, 
Content,  with  brow  serenely  gay, 
And  genial  Art's  refulgent  ray. 
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TO 

SLEEP. 


BY  MR.  H. 


Friend  to  the  gloomy  shade  oif  night ! 
Vast  source  of  fanciful  delight  1 
Power!  whose  care-dissolving  swavr. 
The  slave  tliat  pants  o'er  Indian  hills. 
The  wretch  whom  snow- girt  Zembla  chillsi 
And  wide  creation's  fertile  race  obey ; 
The  joyous  choristers  that  flit  in  air, 
The  mutes  that  dwell  beneath  the  silver  flood. 
The  savage  howling  o'er  th*  affrighted  wood, 
And  man,  th'  imperious  lord  of  all,  thy  power  declare^ 

Thy  magic  wand  can  oft  restrain 
The  miser's  sordid  liopes  of  gain  ; 
Can  make  each  heart- felt  trouble  cease  : 
Or  from  the  sickening  thought  suspend 
The  image  of  a  dying  friend  $ 
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And  lull  Suspicion's  Wakeful  eyes  in  peace. 
If  thou  but  soothe  the  fsuthful  lover's  rest. 
No  fond  remembrance  of  each  parting  sigh. 
Of  Beauty's  smile,  or  Pity's  streaming  eye. 
In  griefs  soft  moments  steal  around  his  aching  breast* 

Fair  Virtue's  friend !  thou  ne'er  shalt  shed 
Thy  blessings  o'er  the  impious  head. 
Or  'midst  the  noise  of  crowds  be  found  ; 
Thy  balm>distilling  sweets  alone 
To  ermin'd  Innocence  are  known. 
And  gay  Content,  with  rural  garlands  crown'd. 
By  thee  the  shadow- trembling  murderer's  guilt 
With  doubled  terror  wrings  the  tortur'd  soul. 
The  purpled  steel,  the  life-destru6tive  bowl, 
Recall  the  baleful  horrors  of  the  blood  he  spilt. 

When  by  some  pale  and  livid  light 

I  cheat  the  tedious  hours  of  night. 

Indulging  o'er  the  Attic  page : 

The  dying  taper  warns  to  rest, 

Thy  visions  seize  my  ravish'd  breast. 
And  piflur'd  beauties  real  woes  assuage* 
0*er  Helicon  my  bleeting  lambs  I  guard. 
Or,  mix*d  with  dull  Boeotia's  simple  swains. 
Protect  my  flocks  in  humble  Ascra's  plains. 
And  view  the  sky-born  sisters  hail  their  favourite  bard. 
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Mtfthinks'I  ^edr  the  Theban  lyre  % 
I  feel  my  ravtsh*d  soul  aspire : 
The  nymphs  surround  the  infant  boy. 
Already,  conscious  of  his  fame. 
The  festive  choirs  their  ho|)bs  prdclaim. 
While  Pan  exults  with  uncouth  signs  of  joy. 
For  thee,  sole  glory  of  thy  abject* race^ 
The  thyme-fed  bees  their  luscious  sweets  diffuse^ 
To  soothe  the  numbers  of  thy  copious  muse^ 
And  in  Boeotia  fix  each  coy  relaxant  grace. 

Oft,  fir'd  with  Bacchanalian  nage. 

The  Father  of  the  Grecian  stage. 

In  terror  cVad,  annoys  my  rest ; 

I  feel  unnumber'd  horrors  rise  ! 

The  sight  forsakes  my' swimming  eyes. 
While  hissing  furies  rush  upon  my  breast. 
In  Solemn  pomp,  I  sfee  old  Gela  mourn. 
Dissolved  in  grief  beside  the  poet's  grave. 
To  sorrowing  sounds  he  lulls  each  plaintive  wavci 
His  willows  fading,  andhis  sea-green  mantle  torn. 

With  longing  taste,  with  eager  lip, 
In  raptur'd  visions  oft  I  sip 
The  honey  of  the  tragic  bee  : 
Whose  strains  could  every  tempest  quell, 
Could  every  noxious  blast  dispel, 
And  still  the  hollow  roaring  of  the  sea. 
Whose  powerful  fancy,  whose  exhaustless  vein, 
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Whose  daring  genius,  whose  triumphant  wing, 
Deep  source  from  whence  ten  thousand  riven  springi 
Just  bounds  could  limit,  and  each  rigid  rule  restrain. 

How  oft,  inspir*d  with  magic  dread^ 

By  Fancy  to  the  cave  I*m  led. 

Where  sits  the  wise  Pierian  sage ; 

With  piercing  eye,  with  pensive  rnind^ 

In  attic  solitude  reclin*d. 
Stern  Virtue's  precepts  chill  the  poet's  rage. 
Blest  bardl  whose  muse,  mid  mildest  mortals  strong. 
Could  each  rebellious  appetite  controul,  I 

Could  wake  each  tender  feeling  of  the  soul,  j 

And  deck  instrudtion  in  the  pleasing  charms  of  song* 

With  patriot  ardor  I  behold 

The.  mirthful  Muse  for  freedom  bold ; 

Tho*  chaste,  severe ;  tho*  poignant,  sweet  j 

For  long  uncertain  where  to  rest. 

At  length  upon  the  poet's  breast 
The  sportive  Graces  fix'd  their  gay  retreat. 
With  simpler  strains  the  Doric  Muses  charm  ; 
And  oft  to  nobler  themes  of  heavenly  praise 
As  Libya's  poet  hymns  his  solemn  lays. 
The  wanton  Teian  loves  each  chaster  thought  disarm* 

Thus  may  thy  languid  charms  dispense 
Their  blessings  o'er  my  ravish'd  sense, 
By  thee  to  Attic  worlds  convey'd. 
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ThuSy  if  at  Juno's  fond  request. 

Thou  e'er  on  Ida's  top  opprest 
Th*  Almighty  Thunderer  with  thy  dewy  shade. 
To  soothe  one  mortal  thy  fond  care  employ  1 
And,  Morpheus,  thus  may  thy  mild  Lethean  powers. 
For  ever  hovering  round  my  midnight  hours, 
Thro'  Fancy's  mirror  wrap  me  in  ideal  joy. 


BY  JAMES  SCOTT,  D.  D. 


Wh  y ,  gentle  God,  this  long  delay. 
Since  Night,  and  careless  Qyiet  reigns  ? 
Oh,  hither  take  thy  silent  way. 
And  sooth,  ah  sooth  my  wakeful  pains  I 
So  shall  my  hands  for  thee  the  wreath  entwine. 
And  strew  fresh  poppies  at  thy  votive  shrine. 

When  from  the  North,  all  wan  and  pale. 
The  sun  withdraws  his  cheerful  light. 
And,  arm'd  with  whirlwind,  frost,  and  hail. 
The  big  clouds  bring  the  half  year's  night, 
Q^ick  to  their  caves  the  shiv'ring  natives  tend. 
And  hear  without  the  rattling  storms  descendf 

Then,  stretcht  along  the  shaggy  bed. 
To  thee,  indulgent  Power,  they  cry ; 
Borne  on  thy  wings,  with  happier  speed, 
The  leaden-footed  moments  fly  s 
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While  Fancy  paints  Spring's  visionary  stores. 

And  calls  the  distant  sun  to  wake  the  slumb'ring  flow  'rs« 

Nor  yet  is  Sleep's  supreme  command 

Confin'd  to  these  cold  dreary  plains ; 

O'er  sultry  Libya's  boiling  sand 

This  universal  monarch  reigns ; 
And  whei«  with  heat  the  sable  Indians  glow. 
While  streams  of  light  through  purest  aether  flow. 

Weary  and  faint  the  dusky  slaves 
From  cold  Potosi's  mines  retire. 
From  rugged  rocks,  and  darkling  caves, 
When  scarce  the  panting  lungs  respire : 
To  citron  shades  they  take  their  pensive  way, 
Where,  bath'd  in  od'rous  winds,  their  listless  limbs 
they  lay« 

The  tyrant's  voice,  the  galling  chain, 
Th'  uplifted  scourge  no  more  they  fear, 
Deep  slumbers  drown  the  sense  of  pain  ; 
And,  floating  through  the  peopled  air. 
Ideal  forms  in  pleasing  order  rise. 
And  bright  illusions  swim  before  their  eyes» 

Now  Orellana's  foaming  tide 
With  pliant  arms  they  seem  to  cleave  j; 
And  now  the  light  canoe  to  guide 
Across  Mucnca's  glassy  wave; 
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Or  chase  in  jocund  troops  the  savage  prey. 
Through  woods  impervious  to  the  solar  ray. 

Some  gentle  youth,  by  love  betn^y'd. 
Recalls  the  joys  he  felt  of  old. 
When,  wandering  with  his  sable  maid 
Through  groves  of  vegetable  gold. 
He  clasp'd  her  yielding  to  his  raptur'd  breast. 
And  free  from  guile  his  honest  soul  exprest. 

Sleep  on,  much-injur'd  hapless  swain^ 

Nor  wake  thy  cruel  fate  to  moan,- 

To  curse  th' insatiate  thirst  of  gain. 

And  proud  Iberia's  bloody  son  I 
Old  India's  genius  wept  o'er  millions  slain, 
And  streams  of  gore  ran  foaming  to  the  maiq. 

But  why  to  tragic  scenes  like  these 
Wilt  thou,  my  restless  fancy,  rove  ? 
Bear  me  to  climes  of  downy  ease, 
To  climes  that  sleep,  and  silence  love  : 
Whether  the  shades  of  Lemnos  most  invite, 
Or  dark  Cimmerian  caves  the  still  abode  of  night* 

Fond  fables  all  I—The  partial  God 
Is  flown  to  Belgia's  drowsy  plains. 
There  waves  his  Lethe-sprinkled  rod. 
And  link'd  with  kindred  Dullness  reigns : 
•Midst  stagnant  pools,  the  Bittern's  safe  retreat. 
Beset  with  osiers  dank  behold  his  gloomy  seat  I 
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His  dwelling  is  a  straw-bailt  shed^ 
Safe  from  the  sun*s  too  curious  eye, 
A  yew-tree  rears  its  blighted  head^ 
And  frogs  and  rooks  are  croaking  nigh ; 
Through  many  a  chink  the  hollow  murm'ring  breeze 
Sounds  like  the  distant  hum  of  swarming  bees. 

And  more  to  feed  his  slumbers  soft. 
And  lull  him  in  his  senseless  swoon. 
The  hard  rain  beats  upon  the  loft. 
And  swiftly- trickling  tumbles  down  : 
All  livelier,  ruder  sounds  are  banished  far, 
7he  lute*s  shrill  voice,  and  brazen  throat  of  war. 

Hence  let  me  woo  thee,  God  of  ease, 
Ah,  leave  thy  fav*rite  haunt  awhile. 
And  bid  the  midnight  hours  to  please. 
And  bid  the  midnight  gloom  to  smile  I 
Oh  come,  and  o'er  my  weary  limbs  diffuse 
The  slumb'rous  weight  of  sweet  oblivious  dews  I 

Bring  to  thy  soft  enchanting  dreams. 
Such  as  enamour'd  Petrarch  knew. 
When,  stretchM  by  Sorgia's  gentle  streams, 
Fair  Laura*s  form  his  fancy  drew  : 
Oh  1  see  he  wooes  the  soul -dissolving  maid. 
And  grasps  with  eager  arms  the  visionary  shade. 

At  morn  he  sung  the  tender  tale. 

He  sung  his  Laura's  matchless  charms. 
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And  every  tree  in  CIausa*s  vale 
Attentive  breathed  Love's  soft  alarms ; 
Ev'n  hoary  monks  full  many  a  careless  bead 
Have  dropty  and  left  their  Aves  half  unsaid. 
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TO 

SOLITUDE.^ 

BY  JOSEPH  WARTON,  D.  D. 

Thou,  that  at  deep  dead  of  night 

Walk'st  forth  beneath  the  pale  moon's  light. 

In  robe  of  flowing  black  array'd, 

While  cypress- leaves  thy  brows  o'ershade ; 

Listening  to  the  crowing  cock, 

And  the  distant  sounding  clock  ; 

Or  sitting  in  thy  cavern  low, 

Dost  hear  the  bleak  winds  loudly  blow. 

Or  the  hoarse  death-boding  owl, 

Or  village  mastifPs  wakeful  howl. 

While  through  thy  melancholy  room 

A  dim  lamp  casts  an  awful  gloom  : 

Thou,  that  on  the  meadow  green. 

Or  daisy *d  upland,  art  not  seen, 

But  wandering  by  the  dusky  nooks. 

And  the  pensive-  falling  brooks, 

Or  near  some  rugged,  herbless  rock. 

Where  no  shepherd  keeps  his  flock  1 

Musing  Maid,  to  thee  I  come. 

Hating  the  tradeful  city's  hum : 
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O  let  me  calmly  dwell  with  thee^ 
From  noisy  mirth  and  business  free; 
With  Meditation  seek  the  skies. 
This  folly-fetter'd  world  despise  I 
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TO 

SOLITUDE. 


BY  JAMES  GRAINGER,  M.  D. 


O^olitudeI  romantic  maid. 
Whether  by  nodding  towers  you  tread. 
Or  haunt  the  desert's  trackless  gloom^ 
Or  hover  o'er  the  yawning  tomb. 
Or  climb  the  Andes'  clifted  side. 
Or  by  the  Nile's  coy  source  abide. 
Or  starting  from  your  half-year's  sleep 
From  Hecia  view  the  thawing  deep, 
Or  at  the  purple  dawn  of  day, 
Tadmor's  marble  wastes  survey  ; 
You,  Recluse,  again  I  woo. 
And  again  your  steps  pursue* 

Plum'd  Conceit  himself  surveying. 
Folly  with  her  shadow  playing. 
Purse-proud,  elbowing  Insolence, 
Bloated  empiric,  pufF'd  Pretence, 
Noise  that  through  a  trumpet  speaks, 
Laughter  in  loud  peals  that  breaks. 
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Intrusion  with  a  fopling's  face 
(Ignorant  of  time  and  place)^ 
Sparks  of  fire  Dissention  blowing, 
Ductile,  court-bred  Flattery^  bowings 
Restraint's  stiff  neck,  Grimace's  leer^ 
Squint-ey*d  Censure'6  artful  sneer. 
Ambition's  buskins  steep'd'  in  bloody 
Fly  thy  presence.  Solitude* 

Sage  Refledlion  bent  with  years. 
Conscious  Virtue  void  of  fears. 
Muffled  Silence,  wood-nymph  shy^ 
Meditation's  piercing  eye, 
Halcyon  Peace  on  moss  reclin'd, 
Retrospe6l  that  scans  the  mind, 
Rapt  earth-gazing  Resvery, 
Blushing  artless  Modesty, 
Health  that  snuffs  the  morning  air, 
Full-ey'd  Ti-uth  with  bosom  bare. 
Inspiration,  Nature's  child, 
Seek  the  solitary  wild* 

You  with  the  tragic  Muse  rctir'd 
The  wise  Euripides  inspired ; 
You  taught  the  sadly- pleasing  air 
That  Athens  sav'd  from  ruins  bare. 
You  gave  the  Cean's  tears  to  flow. 
And  unlocked  the  springs  of  woe; 
You  penn'd  what  exil'd  Naso  thought. 
And  pour'd  the  melancholy  note. 


With  Petrarch  o'er  Valcluse  you  stitiy'd^ 
When  Death  snatched  his  long-lov'd  mdid  ; 
You  taught  the  rocks  her  loss  to  mourn. 
You  strew'd  with  flow'rs  her  vii^n  urn. 
And  late  in  Hagley  you  were  seen, 
With  blood-shed  eyes,  and  sombre  mien, 
^yoien  his  yellow  vestment  tore. 
And  Dirge  a  wreath  of  cypress  wore. 
But  chief  your  own  the  solemn  lay 
That  wept  Narcissa  young  and  gay. 
Darkness  clapp'd  her  sable  wing, 
While  you  touch'd  the  mournful  strings 
Anguish  left  the  pathless  wild, 
Grim-fac'd  Melancholy  smil'd. 
Drowsy  Midnight  ceas'd  to  yawn. 
The  starry  host  put  back  the  dawn, 
Aside  their  harps  ev'n  Seraphs  flung 
To  hear  the  sweet  Complaint,  O  Young* 

When  all  Nature's  hush'd  asleep, 
Nor  Love  nor  Guilt  their  vigils  keep. 
Soft  you  leave  your  cavern'd  den, 
And  wander  o'er  the  works  of  men. 
But  when  Phosphor  brings  the  dawuy 
By  her  dappled  coursers  drawn. 
Again  you  to  the  wild  retreat. 
And  the  early  huntsman  meet. 
Where,  as  you  pensive  pace  along. 
You  catch  the  distant  shepherd's  song. 
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Or  bnish  from  herbs  the  pearly  dew. 

Or  the  rising  primrose  view. 

Devotion  lends  her  heav'n-plum'd  wings. 

You  mount,  and  Nature  with  you  sings* 

But  when  mid- day  fervors  glow. 

To  upland  airy  shades  you  go. 

Where  never  sun-burnt  woodman  came. 

Nor  sportsman  chas'd  the  timid  game  ; 

And  there,  beneath  an  oak  reclin*d. 

With  drowsy  waterfalls  behind. 

You  sink  to  rest. 

•Till  the  tuneful  bird  of  night 

From  the  neighboring  poplar's  height^ 

Wake  you  with  her  solemn  strain. 

And  teach  pleasM  Echo  to  complain. 

With  you  roses  brighter  bloom. 
Sweeter  every  sweet  perfume. 
Purer  every  fountain  flows, 
Stronger  every  wilding  grows. 

Let  those  toil  for  gold  who  please, 
Or  for  fame  renounce  their  ease. 
What  is  fame  ?  an  empty  bubble  ; 
Gold  ?  a  transient,  shining  trouble. 
Let  them  for  their  country  bleed. 
What  was  Sydney's,  Raleigh's  meed  \ 
Man's  not  worth  a  moment's  pain. 
Base,  ungrateful,  fickle,  vain. 
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Then  let  me^  sequester'd  fair^ 
To  your  Sibyl  grot  repair, 
On  yon  hamging  cliiFit  stands 
Scoop'd  by  Nature*s  salvage  hands^ 
Bosom'd  in  the  gloomy  shade 
Of  cypress,  not  with  age  decay M. 
Where  the  owl  still  hooting  flits. 
Where  the  bat  incessant  sits, 
There  in  loftier  strains  I'll  sing 
Whence  the  changing  seasons  springs 
Tell  how  storms  deform  the  skies. 
Whence  the  waves  subside  and  rise^ 
Trace  the  comet*s  blazing  tail. 
Weigh  the  planets  in  a  scale ; 
Bend,  great  God,  before  thy  shrine. 
The  bournless  microcosm's  thine. 

Save  me  1  what's  yon  shrouded  shade, 
That  wanders  in  the  dark>brown  glade  ? 
It  beckons  me! — vain  fears,  adieu. 
Mysterious  ghost,  I  follow  you. 
Ah  me  I  too  well  that  gait  I  know, 
My  youth's  first  friend,  my  manhood's  woe  f 
Its  breast  it  bares  I  What  I  stain'd  with  blood  ? 
Quick  let  me  staunch  the  vital  flood. 
O  spirit,  whither  art  thou  flown  ? 
Why  left  me  comfortless  alone  > 
O  Solitude,  on  me  bestow 
The  heart*felt  harmony  of  woe, 
U  XllU  D 
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Such,  such,  as  on  th'  Ausonian  ihore. 
Sweet  Dorian  Moschus  trill'd  of  yore: 
No  time  should  cancel  thy  desert. 
More,  morCi  than  Bion  was,  thou  werf. 

O  goddess  of  the  tearful  eye 

The  never-ceasing  stream  supply* 

Let  us  with  Retirement  go 

To  chamels,  and  the  house  of  woe. 

O'er  Friendship's  herse  low-drooping  mourns 

Where  the  sickly  tapers  burn. 

Where  Death  and  nun-clad  Sorrow  dwell, 

And  nightly  ring  the  solemn  knelh 

The  gloom  dispels,  the  charnel  smiles. 

Light  flashes  through  the  vaulted  isles* 

Blow  silky  soft,  thou  western  gale, 

O  goddess  of  the  desert,  hail  I 

She  bursts  from  yon  clifF-riven  cave. 

Insulted  by  the  wintry  wave; 

Her  brow  an  ivy-garland  binds. 

Her  tresses  wanton  with  the  winds, 

A  lion's  spoils,  without  a  zone. 

Around  her  limbs  are  careless  thrown  j 

Her  right-hand  wields  a  knotted  mace  J 

Her  eyes  roll  wild,  a  stride  her  pace ; 

Her  left  a  magic  mirror  holds. 

In  which  she  oft  herself  beholds. 

O  goddess  of  the  desert,  hail  I 

And  softer  blow  thou  western  gale  I 
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Since  in  each  scheme  of  life  I've  fail'd. 
And  disappointment  seems  entail'd ; 
^ince  all  on  earth  I  vsilued  most. 
My  guide,  my  stay,  my  friend  is  lost ; 
You,  only  you,  can  make  me  blest. 
And  hush  the  tempest  in  my  breast. 
Then  gently  deign  to  guide  my  feet 
To  your  hermit-trodden  seat. 
Where  I  may  live  at  last  my  own. 
Where  I  at  last  may  die  unknown* 

I  spoke,  she  twin'd  her  magic  rayj 
And  thus  she  said,  or  seem'd  to  say : 
Youth,  you* re  mistaken,  if  you  think  to  find 
In  shades  a  medicine  for  a  troubled  mind ; 
Wan  Gri^f  will  haunt  you  wheresoe'er  you  go^ 
Sigh  in  the  breeze,  and  in  the  stresunlet  Qow. 
There  pale  Inaction  pines  his  life  away. 
And,  satiate,  curses  the  return  of  day : 
There  naked  Frenzy  laughing  wild  with  pain^ 
Or  bares  the  blade,  or  plunges  in  the  main : 
There  Superstition  broods  o'er  all  her  fears. 
And  yells  of  demons  in  the  Zephyr  hears. 
But  if  a  hermit  you're  resolv'd  to  dwell, 
And  bid  to  social  life  a  last  farewell ; 
'Tis  impious- 
God  never  made  an  independent  man, 
'Twould  jar  the  concord  of  his  general  plan : 
See  every  part  of  that  stupendous  whole, 
'<  Whose  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  soulj*'' 
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To  one  great  end,  the  general  good,  conspire. 
From  matter,  brute,  to  man,  to  seraph,  fire* 
Should  man  through  Nature  solitary  roam. 
His  will  his  sovereign,  every  where  his  home. 
What  force  would  guard  him  from  the  lion's  jaw? 
What  swiftness  wing  him  from  the  panth«r*s  paw  \ 
Or  should  Fate  lead  him  to  some  safer  shore 
Where  panthers  never  prowl,  nor  lions  roar : 
Where  liberal  Nature  all  her  charms  bestows, 

Suns  shine,birdssing,flowers  bloom,  and  water  flows. 
Fool,  dost  thou  think  he*d  revel  on  the  store. 
Absolve  the  care  Of  Heav'n,  nor  ask  for  more  ? 
1  ho'  waters  flow'd,  flowers  bloom'd,  and  Phoebus 

shone, 
He'd  sigh,  he'd  murmur  that  he  was  alone. 
For  know,  the  Maker  on  the  human  breast 
A  sense  of  kindred,  country,  man,  imprest; 
And  social  life  to  better,  aid,  adorn. 
With  proper  faculties  each  mortal's  born. 

Though  Nature's  works  the  ruling  mind  declare^ 
And  well  deserve  enquiry's  serious  care. 
The  God  (whate'er  misanthropy  may  say) 
Shines,  beams  in  man  with  most  unclouded  ray. 
What  boots  it  ihee  to  fly  from  pole  to  pole. 
Hang  o'er  the  sun,  and  with  the  planets  roll  ? 
What  boots  through  space's  furthest  bourns  to  roam, 
If  thou,  O  man,  a  stranger  art  at  home  ? 
Then  know  thyself,  the  human  mind  survey. 
The  use,  the  pleasure  will  the  toil  repay. 
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Hence  Inspiration  plans  his  xnannerM  lays, 

Hence  Homer's  crown  ;  and,  Shakspere,  hence  thy 

bays. 
Hence  he,  the  pride  of  Athens,  and  the  shame, 
The  best  and  wisest  of  mankind  became. 
Nor  study  only,  pra6lise  what  you  know. 
Your  life,  your  knowledge,  to  mankind  you  owe. 
With  Plato's  olive  wreath  the  bays  entwine : 
Those  who  in  study,  should  in  pra6lice  shine. 
Say,  does  the  learned  Lord  of  Hagley's  shade. 
Charm  man  so  much  by  mossy  fountains  laid. 
As  when,  arousM,  he  stems  Corruption's  course. 
And  shakes  the  senate  with  a  Tully*s  force } 
When  Freedom  gasp'd  beiieath  a  Caesar's  feet. 
Then  public  virtue  might  to  shades  retreat; 
But  where  she  breathes,  the  least  may  useful  be. 
And  Freedom,  Britain,  still  belongs  to  thee. 
Though  man's  ungrateful,  orthough  Fortune  frown. 
Is  the  reward  of  worth  a  song,  or  crown  ? 
Nor  yet  unrecompenc'd  are  Virtue's  pains. 
Good  Allen  lives,  and  bounteous  Brunswick  reigns. 
On  each  condition  disappointments  wait. 
Enter  the  hut,  and  force  the  guarded  gate. 
Nor  dare  repine,  though  early  Friendship  bleed. 
From  love,  the  world,  and  all  its  cares  he's  freed. 
But  know,  Adversity's  the  child  of  God ; 
Whom  Heaven  approves  of  most,  most  feel  her  rod. 
When  smooth  old  Ocean  and  each  storm's  asleep, 
Then  Ignorance  may  plough  the  wat'ry  deep ; 
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But  when  the  demons  of  the  tempest  rave. 
Skill  must  conduct  the  vessel  through  the  wave, 
Sydney,  what  good  man  envies  not  thy  blow  i 
Who  would  not  wish  Anytus  for  a  foe  I 
Intrepid  Virtue  triumphs  over  Fatei 
The  good  can  never  be  unfortunate. 
And  be  this  maxim  graven  in  thy  mind. 
The  height  of  virtue  is  to  serve  mankind. 

But  when  old  age  has  silverM  o*er  thy  head. 
When  memory  fails,  and  all  thy  vigour's  fled ; 
Then  may'st  thou  seek  the  stillness  of  retreat ; 
Then  hear  aloof  the  human  tempest  beat ; 
Then  will  I  greet  thee  to  my  woodland  cave. 
Allay  the  pangs  of  age,  and  smooth  thy  grave. 
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Hence  to  some  convent's  gloomy  isles. 

Where  cheerful  day-light  never  smiles. 
Tyrant,  from  Albion  haste  to  slavish  Rome ; 

There  by  dim  taper's  livid  light. 

At  the  still  solemn  hours  of  night. 
In  pensive  musings  walk  o'er  many  ^  sounding  tomb. 

Thy  clanking  chains,  thy  crimson  steel. 
Thy  venom*d  darts,  and  barbarous  wheel. 

Malignant  fiend,  bear  from  this  isle  away. 
Nor  dare  in  Error's  fetters  bind 
One  aflive,  freebom,  British  mind. 

That  strongly  strives  to  spring  indignant  from  thy  sway. 

Thou  bad'st  grim  Moloch's  frowning  priest. 
Snatch  screaming  infants  from  the  breast, 
flegardless  of  the  frantic  mother*s  woes ; 


I 


40  ODEl.  OdeXLVll 

Thou  led*st  the  ruthless  sons  of  Spain 
To  wondering  India's  golden  plain. 
From  deluges  of  blood  where  tenfold  harvests  rose. 

But  lo  1  how  swiftly  art  thou  fled. 
When  Reason  lifts  his  radiant  head ; 

When  his  resounding,  awful  voice  they  hear. 
Blind  Ignorance,  thy  doating  sire. 
Thy  daughter,  trembling  Fear,  retire ; 

And  all  thy  ghastly  train  of  terrors  disappear. 

So  by  the  Magi  hail'd  from  far. 

When  Phoebus  mounts  his  early  car, 
The  shrieking  ghosts  to  their  dark  charnels  flock} 

The  fuU-gorg'd  wolves  retreat,  no  more 

The  prowling  lionesses  roar. 
But  hasten  with  their  prey  to  some  deep  cavem'd  rockt 

Hail  then,  ye  friends  of  Reason  hail. 

Ye  foes  to  Mystery's  odious  veil. 
To  Truth's  high  temple  guide  my  steps  aright. 

Where  Clarke  and  Wollaston  reside. 

With  Locke  and  Newton  by  their  side, 
While  Plato  sits  above  enthron'd  in  endless  light. 
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Say,  Goddess,  wilt  thou  never  smile 
Indulgent  on  Britannia's  isle  I 
Hither  thy  gentle  footsteps  bend, 
On  Albion's  sea-girt  cliffs  descend; 
O  come,  and  with  thy  genial  ray 
Chase  every  gloomy  cloud  away  2 
No  more  shall  Ignorance  preside. 
Or  Gothic  Rage  in  triumph  ride. 
Let  Judgment,  thy  unshaken  friend. 
With  polish'd  elegance  attend : 
Simplicity,  meek  rural  queen, 
With  downcast  looks  and  modest  mien. 
In  loosely- flowing  neat  attire, 
Shall  charm  thee  with  her  rustic  lyre. 
To  that  in  her  enchanting  court 
The  frolic  Graces  ever  sport, 
And  guarded  by  their  watchful  aid, 
The  finer  Arts  shall  never  fade. 
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Blest  power  1  whose  charms  alone  dispense 

A  keener  rapture  to  each  sense  : 

If  Me!ody  enchant  my  breast. 

Or  sooth  my  soften'd  soul  to  rest. 

By  thee  may  every  strain  be  crown'd, 

May*st  thou  still  harmonize  each  sound* 

If  blooming  colours  seem  to  live, 

May  you  fresh  life  and  vigour  give; 

May  you  restrain  each  poet's  rage. 

Or  animate  his  purer  page. 

Dost  thou  his  savage  wrath  appease, 

Ev*n  Terror's  giant  form  can  please  ; 

'Mid  shadowy  shapes  in  dead  of  night 

That  shoot  across  my  dazzled  sight ; 

'Mid  speftres  of  enormous  size, 

•Mid  ghosts  that  from  their  chamels  rise, 

'Mi()  shrouded  friends  who  solemn  stalk. 

And  haunt  me  in  my  midnight  walk; 

While  wild  winds  blust'ring  round  my  head^ 

Inspire  me  with  poetic  dread; 

Thro'  closing  shades,  o'er  valleys  green, 

May*st  thou  still  solemnize  the  scene ; 

And  as  the  storms  innoxious  roll. 

Pour  thy  loy'd  horrors  o'er  my  soul^ 

Yet  not  alone  Britannia's  shore 
Thy  fatal  absence  shall  deplore. 
See  old  Achaia's  genius  mourn. 
His  bosom  bare^  his  garments  torn  j 
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See  his  generous  patriot  breast 
By  all  his  country's  wrongs  opprest. 
See  him  with  haughty  fix'd  disdain 
liunent  his  dastard  sons  in  vaint 
To  fairer  happier  climes  belong 
The  painter's  tints,  the  poet's  song. 
Lo  I  conscious  of  approaching  night. 
Where  Pidlure  wings  her  destin'd  flight : 
Behold  deje6led  Sculpture  stand 
PreparM  to  leave  our  desert  land. 
Yet,  Goddess,  yet  thy  secret  fire 
With  wond'ring  rapture  we  admire. 
By  thee  'mid  rugged  rocks  we  find 
Each  speaking  passion  of  the  mind. 
With  awful  horror  we  behold 
Th'  immense  Alcides'  monstrous  mould : 
While  Venus,  queen  of  soft  desires, 
Each  tender,  gentler  thought  inspires. 

O  Alexander !  not  alone 

The  warrior's  skill  to  thee  was  known ; 

Fair  Science,  heaven- descended .maid^ 

Confesses  thy  propitious  aid  : 

To  thee  the  grateful  Arts  shall  raise 

Eternal  monuments  of  praise. 

Behold  with  thee  they  die  away. 

To  Roman  ignorance  a  prey, 

And  lo !  again  in  conquering  Rome 

Tffixh  all  their  usual  vigour  bloom  % 
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Again  they  feel  the  fatal  blow. 
And  sink  beneath  the  Vandal  foe. 
Once  more  the  arts  began  to  spread. 
Once  more  gay  Science  rear'd  her  head; 
Alas  I  in  vain  she  strove  t'  assuage 
The  enthusiast  zealot's  bigot  rage* 
Wilt  thou,  O  Taste,  again  appear. 
Protectress  of  each  circling  year  I 
Wilt  thou  in  all  thy  wonted  prime 
Review  this  lost  unhallow'd  clime  i 
Or  where  f4r  distant  regions  lie, 
'Mid  dreary  deserts  bloom  and  die  } 
Say,  shall  the  stern  Olympian  god 
No  more  in  living  marble  nod  ? 
Shall  never  Raphael  charm  the  heart. 
Shall  never  Nature  yield  to  art. 
Shall  never  Maro*s  beauties  shine. 
Except  in  Armstrong's  classic  line } 
And  does  no  Leo  now  remain. 
Who  yet  shall  clear  thy  drooping  train  } 
There  are,  who  still  ihy  aid  implore. 
Who  still  thy  sovereign  power  ador^; 
Thy  reli6ls  with  religious  fear 
Fond  Italy  shall  y^t  revere. 

Sweet  Power  1  in  simple  pomp  array"d 
Be  all  thy  native  charms  displayed. 
Again  reviving  Sculpture  breathes ; 
Fair  Science  trims  her  blasted  wreaths ; 
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With  suppliant  willing  hand  to  thee 
The  pencil  Pifturc  shall  decree  ; 
With  one  consent  the  Muse's  choir 
To  thee  shall  dedicate  the  lyre. 

Come,  Goddess,  feast  my  longing  sight. 
Let  me  diredt  thy  pleasing  flight : 
Whate'er  voluptuous  slaves  could  boast 
On  fair  Phaeacia's  sunny  coast, 
Whate'er  the  poet's  fancy  taught. 
Or  imag'd  to  his  wanton  thought : 
For  thee  a  happier  fate  remains ; 
You  still  shall  view  more  blissful  plains. 
Where  the  soft  guardian  of  thy  charms 
Expe6ls  thee  to  his  longing  arms : 
He  shall  with  fixt  attention  gaze. 
Shall  crown  thee  with  immortal  bays, 
With  lenient  hand  thy  cares  assuage. 
Protect  thee  from  Time's  lawless  rage. 
The  taunt  of  Scorn,  the  dark  revile. 
The  languid,  faint-approving  smile. 
The  noise  of  Mirth,  the  plaintive  sigh. 
And  simpering  Folly's  heedless  eye. 

Wouldst  thou  with  Innocence  reside. 
Behold  the  temple's  modest  pride ; 
Or  in  the  darksome  cavern'd  cell 
With  solitary  hermits  dwell : 
Wouldst  thou  with  faint  desponding  air 
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To  melancholy  vaults  repur. 

With  achingy  sickea'd,  cold  review^ 

Bid  every  sorrow  stream  anew| 

Here  may'st  thou  weep  thy  £ivourite  Rome^ 

Sad-sighing  o'er  each  martyr's  tomb : 

Meek  Pity,  Attic  maud,  shall  join 

Her  tender  social  tears  with  thine. 

O'er  every  urn  fresh  laurels  strow^ 

And  fondly  emulate  thy  woe. 

Or  wouldst  thou  newer  worlds  survey. 

Where  darkness  holds  her  barren  sway; 

Where  ne'er  the  Muse's  chaplet  blew  ; 

Where  Leaming*s  laurel  never  grew  i 

Where  Nature  to  our  wond*ring  eyes 

Each  salutary  herb  supplies ; 

Where  flowers  their  fragrant  sweets  diffuse i 

Where  trees  distil  their  kindly  dews  5 

And,  blest  with  ev'ry  power  to  heal. 

Soft  slumbers  o*er  the  senses  steal. 

In  such  enchanting,  artless  scenes, 

*Mid  bowery  mazes,  spreading  greens^ 

Sooth 'd  by  the  breezy  western  gale. 

In  scented  grove,  or  rocky  dale. 

Or  wandering  from  the  russet  cot, 

To  seek  the  deep- embosomed  grot. 

Beneath  the  orange  shade  inclosed. 

Or  in  the  myrtle  bower  repos'd. 

Or  where  the  flaunting  flowers  have  wove 

With  mingled  sweets  the  high  alcovci 
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]£ach  Indian  wooes  his  favourite  mate; 
What  Nature  di6bites  they  relate  i 
No  youths  by  love's  cold  arts  are  won^ 
Nor  maids  by  easy  faith  undone ; 
With  eye  uprais'd  the  simple  swain 
Dreads  not  the  tortures  of  disdain. 
But,  kneeling  at  his  fair  one's  feet. 
Breathes  vows  unconscious  of  deceit : 
Each  pleasing  sound  she  sighs  to  hear 
Repeated  on  her  longing  ear; 
Amaz'dy  nor  anxious  to  control 
The  mutual  wishes  of  her  soul. 
Attests  each  unknown  power  abovdi 
As  witness  of  her  spotless  love ; 
Yet,  rackM  by  fond  distrustful  fears. 
Pours  out  her  aching  heart  in  tears. 
And  tells  to  her  admiring  youth 
Sweet  tales  of  innocence  and  truth* 

Fancy  such  raptures  shall  suggest, 
Lov'd  inmate  of  thy  ravish'd  breast ; 
Shall  point  where  wanton  zephyrs  stray. 
And  o'er  th'  unruffled  ocean  play  5 
Or  snatch  thee  to  some  wave-worn  shore, 
Where  fierce  Atlantic  surges  roar : 
Where  Plata  with  resistless  force 
Thro'  deserts  rolls  his  rapid  course. 
Or  where  Maranan  proudly  laves 
Waste  regions  with  his  circling  waves : 
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Where  boundless  Oroonoko  fills 
His  channels  from  a  thousand  hills^ 
And  with  regardless  rage  destroys  ; 
While  twenty  mouths,  with  hideous  nmiei 
From  some  immense  PeruTian  steep 
Spout  his  vex'd  billows  to  the  deep. 
Thus  while  you  view  the  tyrant  floods 
Wild  dread  shall  chill  thy  loitering  blood } 
And  frighted  Fancy,  self-amaz'd. 
Start  at  the  phantom  she  had  rais'd. 

Should  Nature's  simple  beauties  fail, 

And  Art's  gay  stniflures  more  prevail^ 

Here  too  the  polish'd  dome  is  plac'd. 

With  each  Vitruvian  beauty  grac'd : 

Or  wouldst  thou  at  the  early  dawn 

Transport  thee  to  the  dew-clad  lawn  t 

Or  from  the  mid -day  fervor  rove 

Beneath  the  silent  plantane  grove : 

Or  with  the  fairy  elves  be  seen 

In  dances  on  the  level  green : 

Should  baleful  War,  'mid  loud  alarms, 

'Mid  vanquish'd  foes,  and  conquering  arms^ 

'Mid  hosts  o'erthrown,  and  myriads  slain^ 

On  Britain  fix  his  iron  reign : 

Should  Jove's  fair  daughter,  oliv'd  Peace, 

Bid  the  wild  battle's  tumult  cease ; 

In  polishM  ease  you  still  shall  share 

Thy  kind  protestor's  fostering  care  3 
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His  faithful  love  shall  still  appear. 
His  friendly  aid  shall  still  be  near. 
His  constant,  his  unweary*d  power 
Shall  lull  thee  in  the  balmy  bower; 
Shall  watch  thee  o'er  the  dewy  glade, 
And  guard  thee  from  the  midnight  shades 

Thou  too  shalt  all  his  toils  t'epay, 
Slow-lingering  here  with  fond  delay ; 
Here  shalt  thou  choose  thy  favourite  seat. 
Here  fix  thy  last,  thy  blest  retreat : 
Each  old  Athenian  bloom  regain, 
And  here  in  attic  splendor  reign. 


nu  Kill.  B 


ODE  XLTX. 


TO 

WISDOM. 

BY  MRS.  CARTER. 


The  solitary  Bird  of  Night 

7  hro'  the  pale  shades  now  wings  his  flightf 

And  quits  the  time-shook  tow*r : 
Where,  shelter'd  from  the  blaze  of  day. 
In  philosophic  gloom  he  lay. 

Beneath  his  ivy  bow'r. 

With  joy  I  hear  the  solemn  sound. 
Which  midnight  echoes  waft  around^ 

And  sigiiing  gales  repeat: 
Fav'rite  of  Pallas !  I  attend, 
And,  faithful  to  thy  summons  bend 

At  Wisdom's  awful  seat. 

She  loves  the  cool,  the  silent  eve. 
Where  no  false  shows  of  life  deceive, 

Beneath  the  lunar  ray : 
Here  Folly  drops  each  vain  disguise^ 
Nor  sport  her  gayly-colour'd  dyes, 

As  in  the  glare  of  day. 


Ode  XLIX.  ODEI.  51 

O  Pallas!  queen  of  cv'ry  art 

<«  That  glads  the  sense,  or  mends  the  heart," 

Blest  source  of  purer  joys : 
In  ev'ry  form  of  beauty  bright^ 
That  captivates  the  mental  sight 

With  pleasure  and  surprise ! 

To  thy  unspotted  shrine  I  bow : 
Assist  thy  modest  suppliant's  vow. 

That  breathes  no  wild  desires; 
But,  taught  by  thy  unerring  rules 
To  shun  the  fruitless  wish  of  fools. 

To  nobler  views  aspires. 

Not  Fortune's  Gem,  Ambition's  plume^ 
Nor  Cytherea's  fading  bloom, 

Be  objeds  of  my  pray'r : 
Let  Av'rice,  Vanity,  and  Pride, 
These  glittVing  envy'd  toys  divide^ 

The  dull  rewards  of  care. 

To  me  thy  better  gifts  impart. 
Each  moral  beauty  of  the  heart 

By  studious  thought  refin'd : 
For  Wealth,  the  smiles  of  glad  content. 
For  Pow'r,  its  amplest,  best  extent. 

An  empire  o'er  my  mind. 

When  Fortune  drops  her  gay  parade. 
When  Pleasure's  transient  roses  fade, 
And  wither  in  the  tomb: 
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Unchang'd  is  thy  immortal  pr]se» 
Thy  ever-verdant  laurels  rise 
In  undecaying  bloom. 

By  thee  proteftcd  I  defy 

The  coxcomb's  sneer,  the  stupid  lie 

Of  ignorance  and  spite : 
Alike  contemn  the  leaden  fool. 
And  all  the  pointed  ridicule 

Of  undiscerning  wit. 

From  envy,  hurry,  noise  and  strife. 
The  dull  impertinence  of  life. 

In  thy  retreat  I  rest: 
Pursue  thee  to  the  peaceful  groves. 
Where  Plato's  sacred  spirit  roves 

In  all  thy  graces  drest. 

He  bid  Ilyssus'  tuneful  stream 
Convey  thy  philosophic  theme 

Of  perfect,  fair,  and  good : 
Attentive  Athens  caught  the  sound. 
And  all  her  list'ning  sons  around, 

In  awful  silence  stood. 

Reclaimed  her  wild  licentious  youth, 
Confest  the  potent  voice  of  truth. 

And  felt  its  just  controul : 
The  passions  ceas'd  their  loud  alarms, 
And  Virtue's  soft  persuasive  charms 

0*er  all  their  senses  stole. 
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Thy  breath  inspires  the  poet's  song, 
The  patriot's  free  unbiass'd  tongue. 

The  hero's  gen'rous  strife  ; 
Thine  are  retirement's  silent  joys. 
And  all  the  sweet  endearing  ties 

Of  still,  domestic  life. 

No  more  to  fabled  names  confin'd, 
To  thee  1  supreme,  all-perfe6l  mind, 

My  thoughts  direft  their  flight : 
Wisdom's  thy  gift,  and  all  her  force 
From  thee  deriv'd,  unchanging  source 

Of  intelleaual  light  1 

O  send  her  sure,  her  steady  ray 
To  regulate  my  doubtful  way. 

Thro'  life's  perplexing  road : 
The  mists  of  error  to  controul. 
And  thro*  its  gloom  direfl  my  soul 

To  happiness  and  good. 

Beneath  her  clear  discerning  eye. 
The  visionary  shadows  fly 

Of  Folly's  painted  show : 
She  sees,  thro'  ev'ry  fair  disguise, 
That  Jill,  but  Virtue's  solid  joys. 

Is  vanity  and  woe. 
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ODE  L. 
CONTRAST 

To  dM  roKtaUs 
ODE  TO  WISDOM. 


Now  see  my  Goddess,  earthly  born. 
With  smiling  looks,  and  sparkling  eyes. 

And  with  a  bloom  that  shames  the  morn 
New  risen  in  the  eastern  skies  I 

Fiimish'd  from  Nature's  boundless  store, 
A  nymph  of  pleasure's  laughing  triun. 

Stranger  to  all  the  wise  explore, 
She  proves  all  far-sought  knowledge  vain* 

Untaught  as  Venus,  when  she  found 

Herself  first  floating  on  the  sea. 
And  laughing  begg'd  the  Tritons  round 
For  shame  to  look  some  other  way : 

And  unaccomplish'd  all  as  Eve 

In  the  first  morning  of  her  life, 
When  Adam  blushM,  and  ask'd  her  leave 

To  take  her  hand,  and  call  her  Wife. 


Ode  Z.  ODES.  55 

Yet  there  is  something  in  her  face, 
Tho'  she's  unread  in  Plato's  lore. 

Might  bring  even  Plato  to  disgrace. 
For  leaving  precepts  taught  before : 

And  there  is  magic  in  her  eye, 
Tho'  she's  unskilPd  to  conjure  down 

The  pale  moon  from  th'  affrighted  sky. 
Would  draw  Endymion  from  the  moon  s 

And  there  are  words  that  she  can  speak, 

Most  easy  to  be  understood. 
More  sweet  than  all  the  heathen  Greek 

By  Helen  talk'd,  when  Paris  woo'd : 

And  she  has  raptures  in  her  power. 
More  worth  than  all  the  flattering  clain^ 

Of  learning's  unsubstantial  dower. 
In  present  praisei  or  future  faine. 

Let  me  but  kiss  her  soft  warm  hand. 

And  let  me  whisper  in  her  ear 
What  Knowledge  would  not  understand^ 

And  Wisdom  would  disdain  to  hear. 

And  let  her  listen  to  my  tale, 

And  let  one  smiling  blush  arise. 
Best  omen  that  my  vows  prevail ! 

I'll  scorn  the  scorn  of  all  the  wise. 
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CLASS  THE  SECOND. 


TO 

MANKIND. 


AOI>R£SS£D  TO 

FREDERICK,  PRINCE  OF  WALES, 


BT  THE  LATE  EARL  NUGENT. 

-        ■       .  r 

INTRODUCTTON  TO  THE  PRINCE. 

Nor  me  the  glories  of  thy  birth  engage, 
With  royal  names  to  swell  my  pompous  page : 
Nor  meaner  views  allure,  in  soothing  lays 
To  court  thy  favour  with  officious  praise. 
Yet  praise  it  is,  thus  to  address  thine  ear 
In  strains  no  slave  dare  sing,  no  tyrant  hear; 
While  warm  for  Britain's  rights  and  nature's  laws^ 
I  call  forth  Britain's  Hofb  in  freedom's  cause: 
Assert  an  empire  which  to  All  belongs. 
And  vindicate  a  world's  long- suffered  wrongs. 

These  saving  tiiiths  import  thee  most  to  know. 
The  links  that  tie  the  mighty  to  the  low ; 
What  now,  our  fellow  subjedl,  is  your  due, 
And,  when  our  lord,  shall  be  a  debt  on  you. 
01  may*st  thou  to  the  throne  such  maxims  bring! 
^nd  feel  the  free -man  while  thou  reign*st  the  king. 
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Far  hence  the  tribe,  whose  servile  arts  delude. 
And  teach  the  great  to  spurn  the  multitude. 
Are  those  unworthy  of  the  royal  heir. 
Who  claim  the  future  monarch's  duteous  care } 
Still  may  thy  thoughts  the  godlike  task  pursue. 
And  to  the  many  ne'er  prefer  the  few  I 
Still  may*st  thou  fly  thy  fortune's  specious  friends, 
Who  deal  forth  sov'reign  grace  to  private  ends ; 
In  narrow  streams  divert  the  copious  tide. 
Exalt  one  se6l  and  damn  the  world  beside : 
While  with  false  lights  dire^ing  partial  rule. 
The  lord  of  nations  falls  a  party's  tool. 
Such  there  have  been — and  such,  in  tnith's  despite, 
Disgraced  the  cause  of  liberty  and  right. 
But  thou  shalt  rise  superior  to  their  arts, 
And  fix  thy  empire  in  a  people's  hearts. 

Nor  hence  may  faflion  boast  her  favour'd  claiiDi 
Where  selfish  passions  borrow  virtue's  name : 
Free  government  alone  preserves  the  free, 
And  righteous  rule  is  gen'ral  liberty ; 
Their  guiding  law  is  freedom's  native  voice, 
The  public  good  defin'd  by  public  choice. 
And  justly  should  the  bold  offenders  fall. 
Who  dare  invade  the  sov'reign  rights  of  all ; 
A  king  who  proudly  makes  these  claims  his  own, 
Or  ihey  whose  rage  would  shake  a  lawful  throne. 
From  truths  like  these  proceeds  a  right  divine, 
And  may  the  pow'r  that  rais'd,  preserve  thy  scep- 
ter'd  line! 


ODE  I. 

TO 

MANKIND. 


Is  there,  or  do  the  schoolmen  dream } 
Is  there  on  earth  a  pow'r  supreme. 

The  delegate  of  heav'n, 
To  whom  an  uncontrourd  command. 
In  every  realm,  o'er  sea  or  land. 

By  special  grace  is  giv'n  \ 

Then  say,  what  signs  this  god  proclaim  ? 
Dwells  he  amidst  the  diamond's  flame, 

A  throne  his  hallow'd  shrine  } 
The  borrowed  pomp,  the  arm'd  array. 
Want,  fear,  and  impotence  betray : 

Strange  proofs  of  pow*r  divine. 

If  service  due  from  human  kind. 
To  men  in  slothful  ease  reclined 

Can  form  a  sov'rcign's  claim  : 
Hail,  monarchsl  ye,  whom  heav'n  ordains. 
Our  toils  unshar*d,  to  share  our  gains. 

Ye  idiots,  blind  and  lamel 
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Superior  virtue,  wisdom,  might. 
Create  and  mark  the  ruler*s  right^ 

So  reason  must  conclude ; 
Then  thine  it  is,  to  whom  belong 
The  wise,  the  virtuous,  and  the  strongs 

Thrice  sacred  multitude  I 


In  thee,  vast  AllI  are  these  contain*d| 
For  thee  are  those,  thy  parts  ordain'd. 

So  nature's  systems  roll : 
The  sceptre's  thine,  if  such  there  be ; 
If  none  there  is,  then  thou  art  free. 

Great  monarch  I  mighty  whole  1 


Let  the  proud  tyrant  rest  his  cause 
On  faith,  prescription,  force,  or  laws. 

And  host's  or  senate's  voice  ! 
His  voice  affirms  thy  stronger  due. 
Who  for  the  many  made  the  few. 

And  gave  the  species  choice. 


Unsan6lify'd  by  thy  command, 
Unown'd  by  thee,  the  scepter'd  hand 

The  trembling  slave  may  bind. 
But  loose  from  nature's  moral  ties, 
The  oath  by  force  impos'd  belies 

The  unassenting  mind. 


m 
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Thy  will's  thy  rule,  thy  good  its  end  i 
You  punish  only  to  defend 

What  parent  nature  gave : 
And  he  who  dares  her  gifts  invade| 
By  nature's  oldest  law  is  made 

Thy  vi6lim  or  thy  slave. 


Thus  reason  founds  the  just  decree 
On  universal  liberty. 

Not  private  rights  resign'd: 
Through  various  nature^s  wide  extent^ 
No  private  beings  e'er  were  meant 

To  hurt  the  gen'ral  kind. 


Thee  justice  guides,  thee  right  maintains, 
Th'  oppressor's  wrongs,  the  pilf'rer's  gains^ 

Thy  injur'd  weal  impair. 
Thy  warmest  passions  soon  subside, 
Nor  partial  envy,  hate,  nor  pride. 

Thy  temper'd  counsels  share. 


Each  instance  of  thy  vengeful  rage, 
Colleded  from  each  clime  and  age. 

Though  malice  swell  the  sum, 
Would  seem  a  spotless  scanty  scroll^ 
Compar'd  with  Marius'  bloody  roll, 

Or  Sylla's  hippodrome. 


«4 


0DE9.  OdiL 

But  thine  has  been  imputed  blame,    . 
Th'  unworthy  few  assume  thy  name^ 

The  rabble  weak  and  loud  ; 
Or  those -who  on  thy  ruins  feast. 
The  lordy  the  lawyer,  and  the  priest ; 

A  more  ignoble  crowd. 


Avails  it  thee,  if  one  devours, 
Or  lesser  spoilers  share  his  pow'rs. 

While  both  thy  claim  oppose  } 
Monsters  who  wore  thy  sully*d  crown. 
Tyrants  who  pull'd  those  monsters  down^ 

Alike  to  thee  were  foes. 


Far  other  shone  fair  Freedom's  hand. 
Far  other  was  th*  immortal  stand. 

When  Hampden  fought  for  thee  : 
They  snatch *d  from  rapine's  gripe  thy  spoils. 
The  fruits  and  prize  of  glorious  toils. 

Of  arts  and  industry. 


On  thee  yet  foams  the  preacher's  rage. 
On  thee  fierce  frowns  th'  historian's  page, 

A  false  apostate  train  : 
Tears  stream  adown  the  martyr's  tomb  j 
Unpify'd  in  their  harder  doom, 

Thy  thousands  strew  the  plain. 
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These  had  no  charms  to  please  the  sense^ 
No  graceful  port,  no  eloquence. 

To  win  the  Muse's  throng : 
Unknown,  unsung,  unmark'd  they  liei 
But  Caesar's  fate  o'ercasts  the  sky. 

And  Nature  mourns  his  wrong* 


Thy  foes,  a  frontless  band,  invade; 
Thy  friends  afibrd  a  timid  aid. 

And  yield  up  half  the  right. 
Ev'n  Locke  beams  forth  a  mingled  ray^ 
Afraid  to  pour  the  flood  of  day 

On  man's  too  feeble  sight* 


Hence  are  the  motley  systems  fram*d. 
Of  right  transferr'd,  of  power  reclaim'd ; 

'Distin6lions  weak  and  vain. 
Wise  nature  mocks  the  wrangling  herd ; 
For  unreclaim'd,  and  untransferr'd. 

Her  pow'rs  and  rights  remain. 


WWle  law  the  royal  agent  moves. 
The  instrument  thy  choice  approves, 

We  bow  through  him  to  you. 
But  change,  or  cease  th'  inspiring  choice. 
The  sov'reign  sinks  a  private  voice, 

Alike  in  one,  or  few  I 
oL  XII L  F 
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Sliall  then  the  wretch,  whose  dastard  heart 
Shrinks  at  a  tyrant's  nobler  part. 

And  only  dares  betray ; 
WithreptUewiles,  alas!  prevail, 
Where  force,  and  rage,  and  priest-craft  fail. 

To  pilfer  pow'r  away  \ 


O !  shall  the  bought,  and  buying  tribe. 
The  slaves  who  take,  and  deal  the  bribe, 

A  people's  claims  enjoy  \ 
So  Indian  murd'rers  hope  to  gain 
The  pow'rs,  and  virtues  of  the  slain. 

Of  wretches  they  destroy. 


«  Avert  it,  Heav'n  I  you  love  the  brave, 
"  You  hate  the  treacherous,  willing  slave, 

"  The  self-devoted  head. 
«  Nor  shall  an  hireling's  voice  convey 
«  That  sacred  prize  to  lawless  sway, 

<*  For  which  a  nation  bled.*' 


Vain  pray'r,  the  coward's  weak  resource! 
Direfting  reason,  aftive  force. 

Propitious  Heaven  bestows. 
But  ne'er  shall  flame  the  thund'ring  sky. 
To  aid  the  trembling  herd  that  fly 

Before  their  weaker  foes. 
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In  names  there  dwell  no  magic  charms. 
The  British  virtues,  British  arms 

Unloos'd  our  fathers'  band : 
Say,  Greece  and  Rome  1  if  these  should  fail^ 
What  names,  what  ancestors  avail,' 

To  save  a  sinking  land  ? 


Far,  far  from  us  such  ills  shall  be. 
Mankind  shall  boast  one  nation  free. 

One  monarch  truly  great : 
Whose  title  speaks  a  People's  choice. 
Whose  sovereign  will  a  People's  voice. 

Whose  strength  a  prosperous  State. 


ODE  n. 

on 
TRUE  GREJTNESS. 


BY  THE  REV.  MR.  HUDSON. 


Let  who  will  climb  the  towciy  steep 
Of  sovereignty,  with  slippery  strides. 

Where,  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep 
Below,  the  pitchy  pinnace  rides : 

h  death's  head  flag,  unfurlM  to  view. 

Waves  ghastly  ;  and  a  sable  crew 
Gaze  from  the  deck,  and  seem  to  wait, 
Dash'd  down  the  pointed  rocks,  the  rash  unfortunate. 

Mine  be  the  low  and  level  way. 

Amid  the  quiet  vale  to  stray. 
Safe  in  some  sylvan  lodge  to  dwell, 

And  luU*d  by  the  clear  stream  that  speeds 

By  shallow  fords  to  rustling  reeds. 
And  small  lakes,  fring'd  with  homely  asphodel. 

There  sits  the  calm,  the  rural  sage. 
With  nature's  volume  fair  in  view ; 

And  meditates  the  shining  page 
Replete  with  wonders  ever  new: 

Wliile  Wisdom  points  on  either  hand. 

Where  plants,  and  herbs,  and  flow'rets  stand 
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In  emerald  groves,  and  shadowy  glades. 

In  furzy  moors,  or  musky-smelling  meads* 
Truth,  in  her  liquid  glass  serene. 
To  him  explains  each  moral  scene : 

Oft,  in  the  downward  skies,  a  traifi 
Of  tinsel  insefl  he  surveys. 
Or  glow-worm,  with  fallacious  blaze, 

Just  emblem  of  court  greatness,  frail  and  vain. 

Oft  in  his  woodland  walk  he  stops  to  mark 

The  spirited  and  youthful  lark, 
Warn'd  by  the  dawning  in  the  dappled  east. 

Lift  his  melodious  flight  thro'  upper  air ; 
Late  the  low  tenant  of  the  rushy  nest  , 

Now  sings  unrivall'd  in  his  radiant  sphere* 
The  pondering  Hermit  then  sees  Merit  roam. 
Above  the  nurslings  of  the  courtly  dome, 
On  Glory's  sparkling  wheels,  rais*d  from  its  hum- 
ble dome. 

First  of  the  families  of  fame. 

That  Rome*s  imperial  city  grace. 
From  rural  huts  and  hamlets  came 

The  Fabian  and  Fabric  ian  race ; 
With  that  firm  judge  that  could  contemn 
And  banish  the  proud  diadem. 
To  Sabine  fields  she  owes  the  vine. 
Whose  tendrils  yet  round  Virtue's  column  twine; 

Which  braves  Oppression's  wintry  breath. 

And  stand  the  icy  touch  of  Death* 
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The  leafless  flock»  that  Fortune  dooms 
To  wither,  with  returning  spring 
(While  the  glad  flocks  of  Freedom  sing) 

Profuse  of  promisM  sweets,  with  double  vigour 
blooms. 

Hark!  hark  I  *tis  Brutus'  name  I  hear, 
Join'd  with  his  fair,  heroic  bride  ; 

To  Honour*s  hallow*d  fane  they  steer 
Along  the  favourable  tide  ; 

To  her  and  Safety  there  to  place 

The  tablet,  vow*d  to  human  race  : 
Blow,  every  kind  and  gentle  gale 

Of  gratitude,  and  fan  the  swelling  sail. 
High  on  a  fleecy  couch  reclin'd, 
Of  white  and  amber  clouds  confin'd, 

Rome's  genius  lifts  his  august  head ; 
Now  slow  descending  nearer  draws, 
Hail'd  with  the  popular  applause, 

And  bids  the  solemn  pageantry  proceed. 

Go,  the  triumphal  ornaments  display  : 

Ye  sacred  Salii  lead  the  way  : 

Next  led  the  order  of  Patrician  blood. 
In  awful  march  a  num'rous  train  compose, 

And  foUow'd  by  the  jubilating  crowd  ; 
As  Cybel^  thro'  Phrygian  cities  goes. 

Majestic,  and  with  golden  turrets  crown'd : 

A  hundred  gods  her  gorgeous  car  surround, 

A  thousand  tongues  acclaim ;  the  clanging  cym- 
bals sound. 


ODE  III. 


TO 

THE  ATHEIST. 


BY  R.  SHEPHERD,  D.  D. 


Expatiate  long  in  nice  debate^ 
On  Chance,  Necessity,  and  Fate : 

With  learn*d  Lucretius  stray 
In  Epicurus'  magic  grove, 
Where  the  self-motion'd  atoms  rove 

In  mazy  mystic  play. 

Some  vain  hypothesis  admit. 
The  specious  cobweb-work  of  wit; 

And  daringly  deny 
What  every  objeft  round  avows, 
What  every  a6t  of  Reason  shews. 

An  All-wise  Deity. 

The  clearest  evidence  contest. 
Divinely  stampt  on  every  breast. 

Since  Time  was  taught  to  roll ; 
In  Errors  gloomy  coverts  stray, 
From  Truth's  indisputable  ray 

Remote,  as  pole  from  pole. 
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So  shuts  the  moping  bird  of  night 
Her  feeble  eyes  against  the  light, 

Tliat  glads  the  cheerful  day ; 
And  when  prevailing  darkness  reigns. 
Thro'  groves  obscene,  or  dreary  plains. 

She  wings  her  dubious  way. 

Consult  the  blue  expanse  on  high, 
The  blush  that  paints  the  morning  sky,^ 

The  cloud  that  nimbly  rides, 
The  orbs  that  mark  with  lustre  bright 
The  spangled  mantle  of  the  night. 

Who  there  supreme  resides. 

Qiiiestion  the  gaudy  flowers  around. 
That  scent  the  air,  or  paint  the  ground. 

Whose  influence  they  obey : 
Whose  hand  imparts  the  various  dyes. 
At  whose  command  they  bud  and  rise, 

At  whose  command  decay. 

Say  ye,  on  down,  or  mountain  steep. 
That  stately  tread,  or  lowly  creep  j 

And  ye  aerial  throng, 
That  cheer  the  woodland  scene  and  fields 
With  vocal  strains  ;  whose  bounty  yields. 

Or  sustenance  or  song  : 

Who,  in  the  ocean's  waste  domain, 
The  tenants  of  the  watry  plain 
With  liberal  hand  supplies  \ 
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The  floods  in  icy  fetters  binds. 
Smooths  the  rough  surge,  and  lulls  the  winds, 
Or  bids  the  tempest  rise } 

Nature  in  every  mystic  scene 
Declares  a  plastic  author's  reign : 

Above  the  morning's  wings, 
Beyond  the  'sea*s  remotest  tides, 
Beneath  the  daedal  earth  resides 

Th'  Almighty  King  of  Kings. 


ODE  IV. 


THE  ENTHUSIAST. 


BY  WILLIAM  WHITEHEAD,  ESQ. 

CLate  Poet-Laareat.3 


Once,  I  remember  well  the  day, 
•Twas  ere  the  blooming  sweets  of  May 

Had  lost  their  freshest  hues: 
When  every  flower  on  ev'ry  hill. 
In  ev'ry  vale  had  drank  its  fill 

Of  sun-shine  and  of  dews. 

In  short,  'twas  that  sweet  season's  prime. 
When  Spring  gives  up  the  reins  of  Time 

To  Summer's  glowing  hand. 
And  doubting  mortals  hardly  know, 
By  whose  command  the  breezes  blow 

Which  fan  the  smiling  land. 

•Twas  then,  beside  a  green-wood  shade. 
Which  cloth'd  a  lawn's  aspiring  head, 

I  urg*d  my  devious  way, 
With  loitering  steps  regardless  where. 
So  soft,  so  genial  was  the  air. 

So  wondrous  bright  the  day. 
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And  now  my  eyes  with  transport  rove 
O'er  all  ^he  blue  expanse  above. 

Unbroken  by  a  cloud  1 
And  now  beneath  delighted  pass. 
Where,  winding  through  the  deep-green  g)rass» 

A  full  brimm'd  river  flow*d. 


I  stop,  I  gaze ;  in  accents  rude. 
To  thee,  serenest  Solitude, 

Burst  forth  th*  unbidden  lay  ; 
**  Begone,  vile  world,  the  learn'd,  the  wise^ 
The  great,  the  busy  I  despise^ 

And  pity  e'en  the  gay. 


«*  These,  these  are  joys  alone,  I  cry; 
•Tis  here,  divine  Philosophy, 

Thou  deign'st  to  fix  thy  throne  I 
Here  Contemplation  points  the  road 
Thro'  Nature's  charms  to  Nature's  God  I 

These,  these  are  joys  alone  I 


•*  Adieu,  je  vain  low-thoughted  cares. 
Ye  human  hopes,  and  human  fears. 

Ye  pleasures  and  ye  pains  T' 
While  thus  I  spake,  o'er  all  my  soul 
A  philosophic  calmness  stole, 

A  stoic  stillness  reigns. 
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The  tyrant  passions  all  subside; 
Fear,  anger,  pity,  shame,  and  pride^ 

No  more  my  bosom  move  : 
Yet  still  I  felt,  or  seem  to  feel^ 
A  kind  of  visionary  zeal 

Of  universal  love. 


When  lo !  a  voice,  a  voice  I  hear  f 
*Twas  Reason  whisper'd  in  my  ear 

These  monitory  strains : 
*f  What  meanest  thou,  man?  would*st  thou  unbind 
The  ties  which  constitute  thy  kind^ 

The  pleasures  and  the  pains } 


**  The  same  Almighty  Power  unseen. 
Who  spreads  the  gay  or  solemn  scene 

To  Contemplation's  eye, 
Fix'd  every  movement  of  the  soul^ 
Taught  every  wish  its  destin'd  goal. 

And  quicken'd  every  joy. 


'<  He«bids  the  tyrant  passions  rage. 
He  bids  them  war  eternal  wage. 

And  combat  each  his  foe : 
Till  from  dissentions  concord  rise. 
And  beauties  from  deformities^ 

And  happiness  from  woe. 
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<<  Art  thou  not  man,  and  dar'st  thou  find 
A  bliss  which  leans  not  to  mankind  \ 

Presumptuous  thought  and  vain  I 
Each  bliss  unshar'd  is  unenjoy'd. 
Each  power  is  weak  unless  employ'd 

Some  social  good  to  gain. 


*<  Shall  light  and  shade,  and  warmth  and  air. 
With  those  exalted  joys  compare. 

Which  aflive  Virtue  feels ! 
When  on  she  drags,  as  lawful  prize. 
Contempt,  and  Indolence,  and  Vice, 

At  her  triumphant  wheels  ? 


<<  As  rest  and  labour  still  succeeds 
To  man,  whilst  Virtue's  glorious  deeds 

Employ  his  toilsome  day; 
This  fair  variety  of  things, 
Are  merely  life's  refreshing  springs. 

To  sooth  him  on  his  way. 

•*  Enthusiast,  go,  unstring  thy  lyre. 
In  vain  thou  sing*st,  if  none  admire. 

How  sweet  soe'er  the  strain. 
And  is  not  thy  overflowing  mind. 
Unless  thou  mixest  with  thy  kind. 

Benevolent  in  vain  ? 
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Enthusiast,  go,  try  every  sense^ 
If  not  thy  bliss,  thy  excellence! 

Thou  yet  hast  leam'd  to  scan } 
At  least  thy  wants,  thy  weakness  know^ 
And  see  them  all  uniting  show. 

That  nian  was  made  for  man." 


ODE  V. 


THE  MAN  OF  SORROTT. 


BY  MR.  GREVILLE. 


Ah  1  what  avails  the  lengthening  mead. 
By  Nature's  kindest  bounty  spread 

Along  the  vale  of  flowers! 
Ah  I  what  avails  the  darkening  grove^ 
Or  Philomel's  melodious  love, 

That  glads  the  Inidnight  hours  1 

For  me  (alasl)  the  god  of  day 
Ne'eY  glitters  on  the  hawthorn  spray. 

Nor  night  her  comfort  brings : 
I  have  no  pleasure  in  the  rose : 
For  me  no  vernal  beauty  blows> 

Nor  Philomela  sings. 

See  how  the  sturdy  peasants  stride, 
Adown  yon  hillock's  verdant  side, 

In  cheerful  ignorance  blest ! 
Alike  to  them  the  rose  or  thorn. 
Alike  arises  every  morn, 

By  gay  Contentment  drestt 
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Content,  fair  daughter  of  the  skies. 
Or  gives  spontaneous,  or  denies^ 

Her  choice  divinely  free : 
She  visits  oft  the  hamlet  cot. 
When  Want  and  Sorrow  arc  the  lot 

Of  Avarice  and  me.  ' 


But  see — or  is  it  Fancy's  dream  ? 
Methought  a  bright  celestial  gleam 

shot  sudden  thro'  the  groves ; 
Behold,  behold,  in  loose  array, 
Euphrosyne,  more  bright  than  day, 

Mofe  mild  than  Paphian  doves  I 


Welcome,  O !  welcome.  Pleasure's  queen  I 
And  see,  along  the  velvet  green, 

The  jocund  train  advance : 
With  scattered  flowers  they  fill  the  air. 
The  wood-nymph's  dew-bespangled  hair 

Plays  in  the  sportive  dance. 


Ah  I  baneful  grant  of  angry  Heaven 
When  to  the  feeling  wretch  is  given 

A  soul  alive  to  joy  I 
Joys  fly  with  every  hour  away^ 
And  leave  th'  unguarded  heart  a  prey 

To  cares,  that  Peace  destroy. 
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And  see,  with  visionary  haste, 
(Too  soon  the  gay  delusion  past) 

Reality  remains! 
Despair  has  seiz*d  my  captive  soul. 
And  Horror  drives  without  controu)» 

And  slackens  still  the  reins. 


Ten  thousand  beauties  round  me  throng 
What  beauties,  say,  ye  nymphs,  belong 

To  the  distemper'd  souU 
I  see  the  lawn  of  hideous  dye. 
The  tow 'ring  elm  nods  misery. 

With  groans  the  waters  roll. 


Ye  gilded  roofs,  Palladian  domes. 
Ye  vivid  tints  of  Persia's  looms. 

Ye  were  for  misery  made — 
'Twas  thus  the  Man  of  Sorrow  spoke^ 
His  wayward  step  then  pensive  took 

Along  th'  unhallow'd  shade. 
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ODE  VI. 


THE  MAN  OF  PLEASURE. 


By  the  Same* 


Yks,  to  the  Sages  be  it  told^ 
However  great,  or  wise,  or  old- 
Fair  Pleasure's  my  pursuit ; 
For  her  I  breathe  the  joyful  day. 
For  her  thro*  Nature's  wilds  I  stray. 
And  cull  the  flowers  and  fruit. 

Sweep,  sweep  the  lute's  enchanting  string 
And  all  thy  sweets,  lov'd  Luxury,  bringi 

**  To  enjoy  is  to  obey ;" 
The  heavenly  mandate  still  prevail. 
And  let  each  unwise  wretch  bewail 

The  dire  negle6led  day. 


Ah!  graceless  wretch!  to  disobey. 
And  devious  quit  the  flowery  way. 

And  slight  the  gods  decree  1 
Still,  still,  ye  gods,  the  blessings  send  I 
If  e'er  my  guilty  hands  offend, 

Indeed  my  heart  is  free. 
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In  Pleasure's  ray  see  Nature  shme» 
How  dull,  alas  1  at  Wisdom's  sbriae  I 

"  'Tis  Folly  to  be  wise  :" 
Collusive  term,  poor  vain  pretence, 
Enjoyment  sure  is  real  Sense 

In  philosophic  eyes. 


I  love  the  carol  of  the  hound, 
Enraptur'd  on  the  living  ground. 

In  dashing  ecstasy; 
I  love  the  awkward  courser's  stride. 
The  courser  that  has  been  well  tried^ 

And  with  him  eager  fly* 


And  yes,  I  love,  ye  sneering  wise  1-^ 
Fair  Honour,  spurning  still  at  lies. 

As  courting  Liberty ; 
Still  hand  in  hand  great  Nature  goes. 
With  joys  to  honour  never  foes. 

And  all  those  joys  are  free* 


And  welcome  thrice  to  British  land. 
From  Italy's  voluptuous  strand. 

Ye  destin'd  men  of  art ; 
Breathe  on  the  thrilling  meaning  sound. 
Each  grace  shall  still  be  faithful  found. 

At  your  admirer's  heart* 


«4  ODES.  Ode  VL 

Avert,  ye  gods !  that  curse  of  fools. 
The  pride  of  theoretic  rules ; 

That  dupery  of  sense : 
I  ne'er  refuse  the  profFer'd  joy, 
With  every  good — that  can  annoy-— 

Most  easily  dispense. 


I  catch  each  rapture  as  it  flies, 
Each  happy  loss  a  gain  supplies. 

And  boon  still  follows  boon : 
The  smile  of  beauty  gilds  my  day, 
Regardless  of  her  frowns  I  stray  ;— 

Thus  thro'  my  hours  I  run  I 


But  let  me  not  for  idle  rhyme 
Negleft,  ungrateful,  good  old  Time : 

Dear  watch  \  thou  art  obey'd — 
'Twas.thus  the  Man  of  Pleasure  spoke. 
His  jovial  step  then  careless  took 

To  Celia — or  her  maid. 


ODE  VII. 


RETIREMENT. 
BY  JAMES  BEATTIE,  L.  L.  D. 

When  in  the  crimson  cloud  of  Even 

The  lingering  light  decays, 
And  Hesper  on  the  front  of  heaven 

His  glittering  gem  displays ; 
Deep  in  the  silent  vale,  unseen. 

Beside  a  lulling  stream, 
A  pensive  Youth  of  placid  mien. 

Indulged  this  tender  theme. 

Ye  cliffs,  in  hoary  grandeur  pil'd 

High  o'er  the  glimmering  dale  j 
Ye  woods,  along  whose  windings  wild 

Murmurs  the  solemn  gale  ; 
Where  Melancholy  strays  forlorn, 

And  Woe  retires  to  weep. 
What  time  the  wan  moon's  yellow  horn 

Gleams  on  the  western  deep  ; 

To  you,  ye  wastes,  whose  artless  charms 

Ne'er  drew  Ambition's  eye, 
Scap'd  a  tumultuous  world's  alarms^    ' 

To  your  retreats  I  fly. 
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1>eq>  in  your  most  sequestered  bower 

Let  me  at  last  recline> 
Where  Solitude,  mild,  modest  Power, 

Leans  on  her  ivy*d  shrine. 

How  shall  I  woo  thee,  matchless  Fair! 

Thy  heavenly  smile  how  win  I 
Thy  smile  that  smooths  the  brow  of  Care 

And  stills  the  storm  within. 
O  wilt  thou  to  thy  favourite  grove 

Thine  ardent  votary  bring, 
And  bless  his  hours,  and  bid  them  move 

Serene,  on  silent  wing  1 

Oft  let  remembrance  sooth  his  mind 

With  dreams  of  former  days. 
When  in  the  lap  of  Peace  reclin'd 

He  fram'd  his  infant  lays ; 
When  Fancy  rovM  at  large,  nor  Care 

Nor  cold  Distrust  alarm'd. 
Nor  Envy  with  malignant  glare 

His  simple  youth  had  harm'd. 

'Twas  then,  O  Solitude,  to  thee 

His  early  vows  were  paid, 
From  heart  sincere,  and  warm,  and  free. 

Devoted  to  the  shade. 
Ah,  why  did  Fate  his  steps  decoy 

In  stormy  paths  to  roam. 


ftf  VII.  ODBS.  87 

SSBBaaBaBSaBSaBBSBBBSBBassSSSBSSBSaB 

Remote  from  adl  congenial  joy  1— 
O  take  the  wanderer  home. 


Thy  shades,  thy  alence  now  be  mine^ 

Thy  charms  ny  only  theme ; 
My  haunt  the  hollow  c]ifi>  whose  pine 

Waves  o'er  the  gloomy  stream. 
Whence  the  scai'd  owl  on  pinions  grey 

Breaks  from  the  rustling  boughs. 
And  ^own  the  lone  vale  sails  away 

To  more  profound  repose. 

O  while  to  thee  the  woodland  pours 

Its  wildly  warbling  song. 
And  balmy  from  the  bank  of  flowers 

The  zephyr  breathes  along ; 
Let  no  rude  sound  invade  from  far, 

No  vagrant  foot  be  nigh» 
No  ray  from  Grandeur's  gilded  car. 

Flash  on  the  startled  eye. 

But  if  some  pilgrim  through  the  glade 

Thy  hallow 'd  bowers  explore, 
O  guard  from  harm  his  hoary  head. 

And  listen  to  his  lore ; 
For  he  of  joys  divine  shall  tell 

That  wean  from  earthly  woe, 
And  triumph  o'er  the  mighty  spell 

That  chains  this  heart  below. 


«8  OD«.  OdeFH. 


« 


For  nw,  no  more  the  path  invites 

Ambition  loves  to  tread  ; 
No  more  I  climb  those  toilsome  heights 

By  guileful  Hope  misled ; 
Leaps  my  fond  fluttering  heart  no  more 

To  Mirth*s  enlivening  strain ; 
For  present  pleasure  soon  is  o'er. 

And  all  the  past  is  vain. 


ODE  VIII. 


THE 

HERMIT'S  FISION. 


BY  THE  REV.  THOMAS  PENROSE. 


Mildly  beam'd  the  queen  of  night, 

Sailing  thro*  the  grey  serene  : 
Silver*d  by  her  modest  light, 

But  faintly  shone  the  solitary  scene, 
"With  deep'ning  shadows  mixt,  and  glitt'ring  breaks 
between. 

High  on  a  cliffy  steep,  overspread 
With  many  an  oak,  whose  ancient  head  - 
Did  in  its  neighbour's  top  itself  inwreath, 
And  cast  an  umbered  gloom  and  solemn  awe  beaeath. 

High  on  a  cliffy  steep  a  Hermit  sat, 

Weighing  in  his  weaned  mind 
The  various  turns  of  mortal  fate. 
The  various  woes  ot  human  kind  i 
Meek  Pity's  pearl  oft  started  in  his  eye, 
And  many  a  pray'r  he  pour'd,  and  heav'd  a  frequent 
sigh. 
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Silent  was  all  around, 

Save  when  the  swelling  breeze 
ConveyM  the  half-expiring  sound 
Of  distant  waterfalls,  and  gently-waving  trees. 

No  tinkling  folds  t  no  curfew*  i  parting  knell 

Struck  the  sequester *d  Anchoret's  car  ; 
Remote  from  men  he  scoop'd  his  narrow  cell. 
For  much  he  had  endur'd,  no  more  he  look'd  to  fear. 

But  still,  the  world's  dark  tempests  past. 
What  tho'  his  skiff  was  drawn  to  shore. 
And  shelter'd  in  retirement  fast. 
Yet  oft  his  voyage  he'd  ponder  o'er  ; 
Oft  in  refle^on  life's  rough  ocean  view. 
How  mount  the  stormy  waves,  how  hard  to  struggle 
through ! 

Before  his  sage  revolving  eyes 
Various  phantoms  seem'd  to  rise. 
Now  retreat,  and  now  advance. 
And  mazy  twine  the  mystic  dance, 

Joy  led  the  van,  in  rapture  wild, 
Thoughtless  of  the   distant  day; 

Sweet  Complacence,  angel  mild. 
Hied  from  the  frantic  pageant  far  away; 

For  she  was  Wisdom's  favour'd  child. 
In  revelry  untaught  to  stray. 
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Joy  led  the  van— her  painted  vest. 
Flowing  to  th'  obsequious  wind, 

Hope  had  seiz'd,  with  flutt'ring  breast. 
And  eager  tripp'd  behind. 

Oay  she  stepp'd,  till  bwsy  Fear 
Whisper'd  in  her  startled  ear 
**  How  many  a  cup  is  dash*d  with  gall, 
*<  How  many  an  evil  may  befall  I" 
Aghast  awhile  she  heard  the  ruthful  song. 
Then  faster  seiz'd  the  robe,  and  hastier  danc'd  along. 

Close  Love  follow'd  in  the  trsun. 
Love,  the  queen  of  pleasing  pain  : 
Placid  now  in  dear  delight, 
Madd'ning  now  in  deep  affright, 
And  prying  keen  with  jaundic'd  eye, 
Pierc'd  by  the  sting  of  hell-born  Jealousy. 

•Twixt  Pride  and  lust  of  Grandeur  led, 

Next  Ambition  rear'd  her  head, 

By  Phrenzy  urg'd  o'er  every  bar  to  rise. 

And  seize  the  visionary  prize  : 
Wild  as  she  rush'd,  she  scorn'd  to  mark  the  ground, 
Yet  many  a  slip  she  made,  and  many  a  fall  she  found. 

Pale  as  the  waning  moon, 

With  tear-stain'd  cheek  and  stupid  gaze, 
Withering  before  life's  sunny  noon. 

Grief  crept  along  in  sad  amaze, 
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By  many  a  stroke  to  keenest  misery  brought. 

Now  in  a  shower  dissolved,  now  lost  in  inward  thought. 

As  the  rous'd  Tiger  gaunt  and  felL 

Kindles  into  cruel  rage. 
With  flashing  glare  and  murd'rous  yell*^ 

Thus  Anger  past  th'  ideal  stage. 
Too  fierce  for  wounds  or  groans  to  feel. 
Onward  she  sprung,  and  shook  the  bloody  steel. 

While  far  behind,  with  silent  pace  and  slow. 

Malice  was  content  to  go, 

Patient  the  distant  hour  to  wait, 
And  hide  with  courteous  smiles  the  blackest  hate. 

Secret  long  her  wrath  she'd  keep, 
*Till  time  disarm*d  the  foe,  then  drove  her  poniard 
deep. 

To  Malice  link'd,  as  near  allied, 
Envy  march'd  with  baneful  lour  ; 

Detraction  halted  by  her  side. 
Upheld  by  Falshood*s  feeble  power.«^- 

•*  No  more ! — no  more  I"  the  holy  Seer  exclaim'd, 
<*  Passions  wild,  unbroke,  untam*d, 
**  Must  sure  the  human  heart  o'erthrow, 
*'  And  plunge  in  all  the  energy  of  woe. 

**  Grant  then  the  boon,  all-gracious  Heav*n^ 
**  Let  reason  ever  take  the  helm ; 
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**  Lest,  by  unheeded  whirlwinds  driv'n, 
<<  The  pinnace  frail  some  gust  may  overwhelm  I 

**  Hang  out  the  friendly  lamp,  that  clear 
**  From  Error's  perils  the  may  safely  steer  j 
**  Till  death  shall  bid  each  trial  cease, 
**  And  moor  the  shattered  bark  in  peace  1'* 


ODE  IX. 


JGAINST  DESPAIR. 


BY  JOSEPH  WARTON,  D.D. 

Farewell  thou  dimpled  cherub  Joy, 

Thou  rose-crown'd,  ever- smiling  boy. 

Wont  thy  sister  Hope  to  lead 

To  dance  along  the  primrose  mead  I 

No  more,  bereft  of  happy  hours, 

I  seek  thy  lute- resounding  bowers, 

But  to  yon  ruin'd  tower  repair, 

To  meei  the  God  of  groans,  Despair  ; 

Who,  on  that  ivy-darken*d  ground. 

Still  takes  at  eve  his  silent  round. 

Or  sits  yon  new-made  grave  beside, 

Where  lies  a  frantic  Suicide : 

While  labouring  sighs  my  heart-strings  break. 

Thus  to  the  sullen  Power  I  speak : 

"  Haste,  with  thy  poison'd  dagger,  haste, 
"  To  pierce  this  sorrow -laden  breast ; 
**  Or  lead  me  at  the  dead  of  night, 
**  To  some  sea-beat  mountain's  height, 
**  Whence  with  headlong  haste  I'll  leap 
**  To  the  dark  bosom  of  the  deep ; 
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**  Or  shew  mc  far  from  human  eye, 
<<  Some  cave  to  muse  in,  starve,  and  die, 
^<  No  weeping  friend  or  brother  near, 
*^  My  last  fond|  faltering  words  to  hear  1** 

'Twas  thus,  with  weight  of  woes  opprest, 
I  sought  to  ease  my  bruised  breast : 
When  straight  more  gloomy  grew  the  shade, 
And  lo  I  a  tall  majestic  maid ! 
Her  limbs,  not  delicately  fair, 
Robust,  and  of  a  martial  air ; 
She  bore  of  steel  a  polished  shield. 
Where  highly-sculptur'd  I  beheld 
Th'  Athenian  martyr  smiling  stand. 
The  baleful  goblet  in  his  hand ; 
Sparkled  her  eyes  with  lively  flame, 
And  Patience  was  the  seraph's  name ; 
Sternly  she  look'd,  and  stern  began — 
**  Thy  sorrows  cease,  complaining  man, 
**  Rouse  thy  weak  soul,  appease  thy  moan, 
**  Soon  are  the  clouds  of  sadness  gone  j 
*'  Tho'  now  in  Griers  dark  groves  you  walk, 
**  Where  grisly  fiends  around  you  stalk, 
**  Beyond  a  blissful  city  lies, 
**  Far  from  whose  gates  each  anguish  flies  : 
**  Take  thou  this  shield,  which  once  of  yore 
**  Ulysses  and  Alcides  wore, 
**  And  which  in  later  days  1  gave 
"  To  Regulus  and  Raleigh  brave ; 
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<Mn  exile  or  in  dungeon  drear 
**  Their  mighty  minds  could  banish  fear; 
<<  1  hy  heart  no  tenfold  woes  shall  feel, 
**  'Twas  Virtue  temper*d  the  rough  steel, 
**  And,  by  her  heavenly  fingers  wrought, 
**  To  me  the  precious  present  brought." 


ODE  X. 
AGAINST  ILL^NATURE. 


BY  CHRISTOPHER  SMART,  M.  A. 


OppspmNG  of  Folly  and  of  Pride, 
To  all  that's  odious,  all  that's  base  allied ; 
Nurs'd  up  by  Vice,  by  Pravity  misled, 
By  pedant  AiFe£lation  taught  and  bred  i 

.Away,  thou  hideous  hell-born  sprite. 
Go,  with  thy  looks  of  dark  design, 
Sullen,  sour,  and  saturnine ; 

Fly  to  some  gloomy  shade,  nor  blot  the  goodly  light* 
Thy  planet  was  remote^  when  I  was  born  5 
*Twas  Mercury  that  rul'd  my  natal  morn. 
What  time  the  sun  exerts  his  genial  ray. 
And  ripens  for  enjoyment  every  growing  day; 
When  to  exist  is  but  to  love  and  sing, 
And  sprightly  Aries  smiles  upon  the  spring. 

There,  in  yon  lonesome  heath. 
Which  Flora,  or  Sylvanus  never  knew. 
Where  never  vegetable  drank  the  dew. 

Or  beast  or  fowl  attempts  to  breathe ; 
Where  Nature's  pencil  has  no  colours  laid  j 
But  all  is  blank,  and  universal  shade; 

Vol,  XI n.  H 
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Contrast  to  figure,  motion,  life,  and  light, 

There  may'st  thou  vent  thy  spite, 

For  ever  cursing,  and  for  ever  curs*dy 

Of  all  th'  infernal  crew  the  worst ; 

The  worst  in  genius,  measure*  and  decree ; 

For  envy,  hatred,  malice,  are  but  parts  of  thee* 

Or,  wouldst  thou  change  the  scene,  and  quit  thy  deo^ 

Behold  the  heaven-deserted  fen. 

Where  Spleen,  by  vapours  dense  begot  and  bred. 

Hardness  of  heart,  and  heaviness  of  head. 
Have  rais'd  their  darksome  walls,  and  plac'd  their 
thorny  bed ; 

There  may'st  thou  all  thy  bitterness  unload. 

There  may'st  thou  croak,  in  concert  with  the  toad* 
With  thee  the  hollow  howling  winds  shall  join. 

Nor  shall  the  bittern  her  base  throat  deny ; 
The  querulous  frogs  shall  mix  their  dirge  with  thine, 

Th'  ear  piercing  hern,  and  plover  screaming  high, 
While  million  humming  gnats  fit  oestrum  shall  supply. 

« 

Away — away — behold  an  hideous  band. 
An  herd  of  all  ihy  minions  are  at  hand  : 
Suspicion  first  with  jealous  caution  stalks. 
And  ever  looks  around  her  as  she  walks, 
With  bibulous  ear  imperfe6l  sounds  to  catch. 
And  prompt  to  listen  at  her  neighbour's  latch* 
Next  Scandal's  meagre  shade. 
Foe  to  the  virgins,  and  the  Poet's  fame, 
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A  wither'dy  time-deflower*d  old  maid. 
That  ne'er  enjoy'd  Love's  ever  sacred  flame. 

Hypocrisy  succeeds  with  saint-like  look. 

And  elevates  her  hands,  and  plods  upon  her  book* 

Next  comes  illiberal  scambling  Avarke^ 

Then  Vanity  and  Afie^bition  nice- 
See,  she  salutes  her  shadow  with  a  bow. 

As  in  short  Gallic  trips  she  minces  by. 

Starting  Antipathy  is  in  her  eye. 
And  squeamishly  she  knits  her  scornful  brow. 

To  thee,  111 -nature,  all  the  numerous  group 

With  lowly  reverence  stoop— 
•   They  wait  thy  call,  and  mourn  thy  long  delay : 

Away— thou  art  infedtious^haste  away. 


-===="^^^i„g  o'er  yon  h«P. 

■With^'*'"'^  ^t   present  store, 
tSvunen-,oV'dtJ;i7J,.*.dfor«o«. 

StiU  endless  sigM  »       ^^  ^  pri«, 
o  auU  the  shadow;  ^^-^^      ,^  buy » 1 
°  ^   l    -^t  aU  India  8  trea»  , 

"Which  not  f  has  goW  the  p 

T:o  purchase  Heav  ^,^„, , 

can  gold  ^^"^"X^^^^gM  «Uh  goU » 

.  ,e  Friendship  s  pw  ^  ^^ought, 

So-^^^ni;erunhriVd.unb<«.g^- 
j,UVirtuegiv«.;  „pestobvnd, 

rease  then  on  tras»     j  ^^d. 

S  -Uer  vie-  -^S;tUous  .ay. 

^^*te"SS--^^*^i 

°'  '''•  V^u«  induige  thy  soul,  ^^ 

In  social  hours       ^  ^perance  iw^ 

^o  virtuous  I^^^3^,„,yUest. 
Andbebyhicssing 
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Thus  taste  the  feast  by  Nature  spread. 
Ere  Youth  and  all  its  joys  are  fled; 
Come,  taste  with  me  the  balm  of  life. 
Secure  from  pomp,  and  wealth,  and  strife. 
I  boast,  whate'er  for  man  was  meant. 
In  health,  and  Stblla,  aijid  content ; 
And  scorn  I  oh  I  let  that  ^com  be  tliine  1 
Mere  things  of  clay,  that  dig  the  mine. 


ODE  xir. 


THB 

HAPPINESS  OF  A  MODERATE  FORTUNE, 


AND 

MODERATE  DESIRES. 


Fkom  thx  French  of  Mk.  Oksmxt* 

Writtoi  in  M  DCC  LX. 

BY  JOHN  LANGHORNE,   D.  D  . 

• 
O  GODDESS  of  the  golden  mean. 

Whom  still  misjudging  folly  flies, 
Seduc'd  by  each  delusive  scene ; 

Thy  only  subjects  are  the  wise. 
These  seek  thy  paths  with  nobler  aim. 
And  trace  them  to  the  gates  of  Fame, 


Sec,  foster'd  in  thy  fav'ring  shade. 
Each  tender  bard  of  verse  divine  I 

Who,  lur'd  by  fortune's  vain  parade. 
Had  never  form*d  the  tuneful  line  ; 

By  fortune  lur'd  or  want  confin*d, 

Whose  cold  hand  chills  the  genial  mind. 
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In  vain  you  slight  the  flowery  crown, 

That  fame  wreaths  pound  the  favour'd  head  I 

Whilst  laurerd  viftory  and  renown 
Their  heroes  from  thy  shades  have  led ; 

There  form*d,  from  courtly  softness  fre?»  . 

By  rigid  virtue  and  by  thee* 


By  thee  were  form'd,  from  citic?  far, 
Fa&ricius  justy'CAMiLLUs  wise» 

Those  philosophic  sons  of  war. 
That  from  imperial  dignities 

Returning,  plough 'd  their  native  plain, 

And  plac*d  their  laureh  in  thy  fstae. 


Thrice  happy  he,  on  whose  calm  breast 
The  smiles  of  peaceful  wisdom  play. 

With  all  thy  sober  charms  possest. 
Whose  wishes  never  learnt  to. stray. 

Whom  tnith,  of  pleasures  pure  but  grave. 

And  pensive  thoughts,  from  folly  save* 


Far  from  the  crowd's  low-thoughted  stri^f^. 
From  all  that  bounds  fair  freedom's  aim, 

He  envies  not  the  pomp  of  life, 
A  length  of  rent-roll,  or  of  name : 

For  safe  he  views  the  vale-grown  elm. 

While  thunder-sounding  storms  the  mountain 
pine  o'crw helm. 
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Of  censure's  frown  he  feels  no  dread. 
No  fear  he  knows  of  vulgar  eyes. 

Whose  thought  to  nobler  objects  led. 
Far,  far  o'er  their  horizon  flies : 

With  reason's  suffrage  at  his  side. 

Whose  firm  heart  rests  self-satisfied. 


And  while  alternate  conquest  sways 
The  northern,  or  the  southern  shore, 

He  smiles  at  Fortune's  giddy  maze. 
And  calmly  hears  the  wild  storm  roar. 

£v'n  Nature's  groans,  unmov'd  with  fear. 

And  bursting  worlds,  he'd  calmly  hear* 


Such  are  the  faithful  hearts  you  love, 
O  Friendship  fair,  immortal  maid ; 

The  few  caprice  could  never  move. 
The  few  whom  interest  never  sway'd ; 

Nor  shed  unseen,  with  hate  refin'd. 

The  pale  cares  o'er  the  gloomy  mind. 


Soft  sleep,  that  lov'st  the  peaceful  cell. 
On  these  descends  thy  balmy  power  5 

While  no  terrific  dreams  dispel 
The  slumbers  of  the  sober  hour; 

Which  oft,  array 'd  in  darkness  drear, 

W^ke  the  wild  eye  of  pride  to  fear. 
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Content  with  all  a  farm  would  yield, 
Thus  Sidon'8  monarch  liv'd  unknown. 

And  sigh'd  to  leave  his  little  field 
For  the  long  glories  of  a  throne . 

There  once  more  happy  and  more  free, 

Than  rank'd  with  Dido's  ancestry. 

With  these  pacific  virtues  blest, 
These  charms  of  philosophic  ease, 

Wrapt  in  your  Richmond's  tranquil  rest. 
You  pass,  dear  C ,  your  useful  days. 

Where  Thames  your  silent  vallies  laves. 

Proud  of  his  yet  untainted  waves. 

Should  life's  more  public  scenes  engage 
Yuur  time  that  thus  consistent  flows. 

And  following  still  these  maxims  sage 
For  ever  brings  the  same  repose ; 

Your  worth  may  greater  fame  procure. 

But  hope  not  happiness  so  pure. 


ODE  xin. 


THI 

FIRE^SIDE. 

BY  —  COTTON,  M.  D. 


Dear  Chloe,  while  the  busy  crowd. 
The  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proud. 

In  Folly*s  maze  advance ; 
Though  singularity  and  pride 
Be  caird  our  choice,  we*ll  step  aside. 

Nor  join  the  giddy  dance. 

From  the  gay  world  we'll  oft  retire 
To  our 'own  family  and  fire. 

Where  love  our  hours  employs ; 
No  noisy  neighbour  enters  here. 
No  intermeddling  stranger  near, 

To  spoil  our  heart-felt  joys. 

If  solid  happiness  we  prize. 
Within  our  breast  this  jewel  lies ; 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam : 
The  world  has  nothing  to  bestow, 
From  our  own  selves  our  joys  must  flow. 

And  that  dear  Iiut,  our  home. 
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Of  rest  was  Noah's  dove  bereft, 
When  with  impatient  wing  she  left 

That  safe  retreat,  the  ark ; 
Giving  her  vain  excursion  o'er, 
The  disappointed  bird  once  more 

Explor'd  the  sacred  bark. 


Though  fools  spurn  Hymen's  gentle  pow'rs, 
We,  who  improve  his  golden  hours. 

By  sweet  experience  know. 
That  marriage,  rightly  understood. 
Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good 

A  paradise  below* 


Our  babes  shall  richest  comforts  bring ; 
If  tutor*d  rigUt,  they'll  prove  a  spring. 

Whence  pleasures  ever  rise  : 
We'll  form  their  minds  with  studious  care, 
To  all  that's  manly,  good,  and  fair, 

And  train  them  for  the  skies. 


While  they  our  wisest  hours  engage, 
They'll  joy  our  youth,  support  our  age, 

And  crown  our  hoary  hairs : 
They'll  grow  in  virtue  every  day, 
And  thus  our  fondest  loves  repay. 

And  recompence  our  cares. 
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No  borrow'd  joys  I  they're  all  our  own. 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown. 

Or  by  the  world  forgot : 
Monarchsl  we  envy  not  your  state; 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great. 

And  bless  our  humbler  lot. 


Our  portion  is  not  large  indeed, 
But  then  how  little  do  we  need  I 

For  Nature's  calls  are  few  I 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lies, 
To  want  no  more  than  may  suffice, 

And  make  that  little  do* 


We'll  therefore  relish  with  content 
Whatever  kind  Providence  ha*  sent. 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  pow'r  ; 
For  if  our  stock  be  very  small, 
*Tis  prudence  to  enjoy  it  all. 

Nor  lose  the  present  hour. 


To  be  resign'd  when  ills  betide, 
Patient  when  favours  are  deny*d, 

And  pleas'd  with  favours  given  : 
Dear  Chloe  this  is  wisdom's  part. 
This  is  that  incense  of  the  heart. 

Whose  fragrance  smells  to  heav'n. 
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We'll  ask  no  long-protrafted  treat, 
(Since  winter  life  is  seldom  sweet)  : 

But  when  our  feast  b  o'er. 
Grateful  from  table  we'll  arise. 
Nor  grudge  our  sons,  with  envious  eyes, 

The  relics  of  our  store. 


Thus  hand  in  hand  through  life  we'll  go^ 
Its  checkerM  paths  of  joy  and  woe 

With  cautious  steps  we'll  tread  5 
Qiiit  its  vain  scenes  without  a  tear. 
Without  a  trouble  or  a  fear. 

And  mingle  with  the  dead : 


» 

While  Conscience,  like  a  faithful  friend. 
Shall  through  the  gloomy  vale  attend. 

And  cheer  our  dying  breath ; 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  cease. 
Like  a  kind  angel  whisper  peace. 

And  smooth  the  bed  of  death. 


ODE  XIV. 


OH 

MARRIAG6. 


Ranc'd  by  all-ruling  Heaven's  design^ 
Low  sinks  this  ball,  a  mass  supine ; 

The  stars  high-blazing  roll. 
Nor  lives  a  wretch  of  frantic  brain. 
Who  dares  with  impious  rage  maintain^ 

That  chance  dire6ts  the  whole* 

Yet  nations  wide  adopt  this  plan : 
Chance  classes  all  degrees  of  man. 

Unknown  in  Nature's  state; 
And  the  mere  accident  of  birth 
Marks  who  shall  rule  or  till  the  earth, 

Th*  ignoble  or  the  great* 

While  such  the  consecrated  springs. 
Whence  proudly  issue  lords  and  kings^ 

Why  sleeps  the  parent's  care  ? 
Anxious  to  match  the  generous  steed. 
Where  Strength  and  Beauty  stamp  the  breeds 

Regardless  of  his  heir* 
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But  to  no  favour*d  race  confinM, 
The  virtuies  of  our  nobler  kind 

All  ranks  alike  may  claim  ; 
Issue  as  fair,  and  brave,  and  wise, 
As  the  high  lineage  of  the  skies, 

May  bless  an  humble  dame. 


The  charm  that  softens  manly  grace. 
The  ray  that  beams  in  woman's  face. 

The  sympathy  of  mind. 
Denote  (whatever  their  various  lot. 
Whether  a  palace  or  a  cot) 

The  mates  by  heaven  design*d. 


But  peevish  Age,  and  gloomy  Pride, 
And  churlish  Av'rice,  dare  divide 

Those  links  which  powerful  draw 
To' union  dear,  congenial  loves: 
The  sire  condemns  what  God  approves. 

And  Tyranny  is  law. 


Far  other  maxims  form'd  our  state : 
All  orders,  mixt  of  low  and  great, 

Compose  the  harmonious  frame* 
Firm  hath  the  mighty  fabric  stood. 
And  Britain  boasts  her  mingled  blood 

In  many  a  deathless  name. 
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Free  should  the  sons  of  freedom  wed 
The  niaid  by  equal  fondness  led. 

Nor,  heaping  wealth  on  wealth. 
Youth  pine  in  age's  wither'd  arms. 
Deformity  polluting  charms. 

And  Sickness  blasting  Health* 


But  house  for  house,  and  grounds  for  ground^ 
And  mutual  bliss  in  balanced  pounds, 

Each  parent's  thought  employ : 
These,  summM  by  Whigate's  solid  rules^ 
Let  fools,  and  all  the  sons  of  fools. 

Count  less  substantial  joy  1 


And  yet  no  niggard  care  confines 

The  child  indulged. — Lol  India's  mines 

Flame  in  the  daughter's  dress : 
As  gorgeous  shines  the  lavish  son; 
No  Luxury  refus'd  but  one— - 

Domestic  happiness* 


The  vi6lim  comes  in  rich  attire^ 
Dragg'd  trembling  by  her  ruthless  sire ) 

Thy  child,  O  monster,  save  I 
Better  the  sacrificing  knife, 
PlungM  in  her  bosom,  end  that  life 

Thy  fatal  passion  gave« 
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With  torch  inverted  Hymen  stands ; 
The  furies  wave  their  livid  brands. 

Wild  Horror,  pale  Dismay. 
Soft  Pity  drops  the  melting  tear; 
And  lustful  satyrs  grinning  leer, 

Sure  of  their  destin*d  prey. 


Compeird,  the  falt'ring  priest  slow-ties 
The  knot  of  plighted  perjuries. 

For  spotless  truth  ordain*d. 
More  fitly  had  some  Daemon  fell. 
Some  minister  of  sin  and  hell. 

The  sacred  rites  profan'd. 


Go,  wedded  pair!  all  blithe  and  gay 
Young  virgins  strew  the  flow'ry  way, 

And  crown  your  festal  gate. 
Invoked  the  genial  powers  attend : 
So  shall  a  hapless  line  descend. 

Heir  lo  your  wretched  fate. 


Unheir'd,  a  mass  of  barren  earth, 
^o  monster  of  amphibious  birth 

Transmits  a  future  race. 
Shall  then  an  angel's  form,  conjoined 
With. all  that  sinks  the  brutal  kind. 

Perpetuate  man's  disgrace  ? 


«*3 
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Yet  Nature  will  assert  her  claim : 
Thine,  rigid  Father  1  thine  the  blame^ 

Ifinjur'd  Beauty  stray  5 
Thou  shouldst  have  heard  the  Lover's  voice, 
ApprovM  and  sanflify'd  the  choice. 

Nor  curs'd  the  bridal  day* 


WelcomM  by  thee,  chaste  Love  had  shed 
His  blessings  o'er  that  dismal  bed. 

Now  wrapt  in  guilt  and  fear. 
The  lisping  babe  had  blessM  thy  age, 
Now  taught,  with  more  than  infiint-rage^ 

To  chide  thy  loitering  bier* 


Hence  all  those  baleful  evils  flow. 
Which  swell  the  tide  of  human  woe, 

And  blot  th'  Almighty's  plan ; 
Taint  ev*ry  source  of  pure  delight. 
Break  evVy  band  that  sliouM  unite 

The  soul  of  man  to  man* 


Blank  bastardy  with  blazonM  crest, 
And  harlots  in  patrician  vest, 

Triumpliant  Vice  proclaim* 
The  higii-born  virgin,  mimic,  tries 
Those  arts  which  taught  the  low  to  rise. 

From  Poverty,  thro'  shame* 
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Behold  a  various  motley  race  I 
Th'  unwelcome  son^  with  alien  face^ 

His  mother's  crime  betrays. 
No  kindred  Love's  instinctive  fire. 
No  social  charities  conspire 

To  light  the  patriot's  blaae* 


Hence  sage  Authority  despis'd^ 
And  savage  Licence,  ill  disguis'd 

In  Freedom*s  injured  name ; 
Bold  Orat'ry  with  brazen  din. 
While  skulking  Selfishness  within 

Dire6ts  Ambition's  aim. 


In  barter  vUe  each  parent  sold. 
The  sordid  progeny  of  gold 

Will  own  no  other  away  | 
To  wealth  the  virgin  yields  her  charms  $ 
For  pay  the  soldier  flies  to  arms. 

Peers  vote^  and  prelates  pray*. 

Not  such  those  lights  (which  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Thick  cast  o*er  earth  by  barbVous  Rome) 

Pure  as  the  faith  they  own'd« 
Nor  such  th'  unpensiion'd  nobles*  zeal  t 
In  bosoms  warm  for  public  weal, 

Tiieir  country  sat  enthron'd« 
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The  statesman  plann'dy  the  hero  fought. 
Their  service  like  their  love  imbought ; 

Yet  both  were  well  repaid : 
Their  Country's  glory,  then,  was  wealth; 
Youth,  Beauty,  Innocence,  and  Health 

Endow *d  the  wedded  maid. 


No  hireling  friends  did  Britain  drain. 
No  base  Contractor's  pilfering  train 

Aveng'd  the  vanquish'd  foe : 
While  the  land  groans  beneath  her  debt. 
And  hard-tax*d  peasants  murm'ring  sweaty 

In  victory  and  woe. 


Yet  blest  the  hind  whose  shelter'd  head. 
Secure  beneath  his  lowly  shed, 

Forgets  the  slow- worn  day; 
His  darling  child  and  faithful  wife. 
Best  comforts  of  the  happiest  life. 

His  suff 'rings  all  repay. 


But  see  I  th*  unpeopled  village  falls : 
Drear  devastation  rais*d  the  walls. 

Say,  if  some  tyrant  reigns  \ 
Or  dar*d  the  bold  invader's  hand. 
In  vengeance,  hurl  the  flaming  brand 

0*er  Britaios  ravaged  plains  ^ 
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Our  coast  no  bold  invader  dares ; 

And  George  benign,  with  lib'ral  cares. 

Each  cherish'd  art  improves. 
Yet  Britain  views  a  houseless  band; 
Sad  outcast  in  his  native  land. 

The  wand'ring  exile  roves. 


Shall  Luxury,  diffusive  spread, 

Envy  the  wretch  his  pain-eam'd  bread. 

His  cot  and  homely  joys  ? 
Are  those  the  means  that  must  replace 
The  strength  of  an  exhausted  race, 

Decrepid  sires  and  boys  \ 


Tho'  borne  on  Glory's  tow'ring  wings. 
Fame  her  triumphant  paean  sings 

Far  as  the  billows  foam  : 
Yet  dearly  were  our  triumphs  bought ; 
And  hardly  paid  the  vidlors  fought. 

Whom  Misery  waits  at  home. 


But,  lo !  the  nations  from  afar 
Crowd  to  repair  the  waste  of  war. 

With  numbers,  skill,  and  toil. 
Myriads,  alas  I  would  crowd  in  vain. 
Whilst  laws  the  marriage-rite  restrain. 

And  lordlings  thin  the  soil. 


-!>——• 
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BY  THOMAS  JOHN  MATHIAS. 
ODE  I. 

THE  TWILIGHT  OF  THE  GODS; 

0R>    THE 

DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  WORLD. 


From  the  chambers  of  the  East, 
In  robes  of  terror  grimly  drest, 
Ymir  hath  his  course  begun. 
Rival  of  th*  unwearied  Sun. 
Now,  in  many  a  glist'ring  wreath. 
Above,  around,  and  underneath. 
The  serpent  dread,  of  dateless  birth. 
Girds  the  devoted  globe  of  earth  ; 
And,  as  charm'd  by  pow'rful  spell. 
Ocean  heaves  with  furious  swell. 
The  plumed  Monarch  whets  his  beak. 
Seeking  where  his  wrath  to  wreak ; 
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Till  on  the  plain,  with  corses  strew 'd. 
He  sates  his  maw  ^ith  bleeding  food : 
While  the  Vessel's  floating  pride 
Stems  duration's  rounding  tide. 

Trace  again  the  solemn  rhyme; 
From  Orient's  ever- teeming  clime 
I  see  them  come,  an  evil  race. 
Bold  in. heart,  and  stern  in  face  ; 
In  turbulent  array  they  sweep. 
Beneath  them  groans  the  burthenM  deep  ; 
Fierce  they  rush,  yet  all  obey 
Monarch  Lok's  resistless  sway. 
Gaunt  and  wild  with  savage  howl^ 
Mark  the  wolfish  Fenris  prowl  5 
With  him  stalks  a  furious  train. 
Panting  for  th'ensanguin'd  plain: 
Is  Beliep*s  brother  left  behind  ? 
No :  he  flies  on  wings  of  wind. 

Know'st  thou  what  is  done  above  ? 
No  more  in  halls  of  joy  and  love. 
The  favoured  guests,  profuse  of  soul. 
Drain  the  skull  or  ne£lar*d  bowl : 
What  Genii  shake  that  nodding  frame  > 
These  are  deeds  without  a  name. 
Struck  with  elemental  jar, 
Gods  themselves  come  forth  to  war: 
From  the  many-mansion*d  dome 
Giant  tenants  loosen'd  roam^ 
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And  around  each  rock-hewn  cellf 
With  heaving  groan  or  fearful  yell^ 
Declare  what  uncontrolled  pow*r 
Presiding  rules  the  mortal  hour  i 
These  no  a£l$  of  joy  and  \owt-^ 
Knbw'st  thou  now  what's  done  above  ? 

From  the  regions  of  the  South 
Surtur  bursts  with  fiery  mouth  i 
High  o'er  yonder  black'ning  shade 
Gleams  the  hallow 'd  sun-bright  blade^ 
Which  in  star- bespangled  field 
Warrior  Gods  encount'ring  wield. 
From  Vengeance'  red  celestial  store 
Ministers  of  ruin  pour  j 
Caverns  yawning,  mountains  rending ; 
Conscious  of  the  fate  impending, 
Ydrasil's  prophetic  ash 
Nods  to  the  air  with  sudden  crash : 
Monstrous  female  forms  advance. 
Stride  the  steed  and  couch  the  lance : 
Armed  heroes  throng  the  plain, 
Harbingers  of  Hela's  reign  : 
And  see,  from  either  verge  of  Hcav'Of 
That  concave  vast  asunder  riv'n. 

Why  does  beauteous  Lina  weep  ? 
Whence  those  lorn  notes  in  accent  deep  ) 
For  battle  Odin  'gins  prepare  | 
Aloft  in  di^ant  realms  of  air^ 
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Mark  the  murd'rous  monster  stalk 
In  printless  majesty  of  walk. 
Odin  kens  his  well-known  tread ; 
The  fatal  sisters  clip  the  thread : 
To  the  mansion  cold  he  creeps— 
In  vain  the  beauteous  Lina  weeps. 

Glowing  with  paternal  fire. 
Generous  rage  and  fierce  desire. 
See  Odin's  offspring,  Vidar  bold, 
His  sanguine  course  unfaltering  hold* 
Nought  he  fears  the  wolfish  grin, 
Tho'  slaughter's  minions  round  him  din  ; 
In  vain  'gainst  him  in  fell  accord 
Giant  forms  uplift  the  sword  j 
He  locks  his  foe  in  iron  sleep. 
And  stamps  the  filial  vengeance  deep. 

Think  not  yet  the  measure  fiill. 
Or  the  blade  with  carnage  dull ; 
Lodina's  glory,  heart  and  hand, 
Joins  the  fight  and  takes  his  stand. 
Lo  1  in  many  a  horrid  turn, 
Crest  that  glistens,  eyes  that  burn. 
The  lordly  serpent  rolls  along, 
Nor  fears  the  brave,  nor  heeds  the  strong : 
But  hark,  'twas  Fate  in  thunder  spoke  ; 
Vidar  deals  the  forceful  stroke, 
Lays  the  dcath-doom'd  monster  low. 
And  triumphs  o'er  his  burnish'd  foe. 
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From  the  cavern  deep  and  dank. 
Bonds  that  burst  and  chains  that  clank. 
Proclaim  the  griesly  form  canine 
Loosen'd  from  his  long  confine :  . 
Garmar  foams  with  rage  and  shame ; 
Garmar,  to  gods  no  fearless  name* 

Signs  abroad  portentous  lour } 
*Tis  Desolation's  fatal  hour: 
Fiery  shapes  the  aether  wing ; 
Surtur  calls,  they  know  their  King. 
Dark  encircling  clouds  absorb 
The  lustre  of  light*s  central  orb ; 
Conscious  stars  no  more  dispense 
Their  gently  beaming  influence ; 
Buty  bursting  from  their  shaken  sphere. 
Unsubstantial  disappear. 
No  more  this  pensile  mundane  ball 
Rolls  thro*  the  wide  aereal  hall ; 
Ingulphed  sinks  the  vast  machine. 
Who  shall  say,  the  things  have  been  I 


ODE  n. 


THt 

RENOFJTION  OF  THE  JFORLD, 

AND 

FUTURE  RETRIBUTION. 


By  the  Same, 


Tbc  Cods  (or  DMUMoa)  meet  on  the  top  of  mount  Inda,  mad  ting  tte 
fbUowing  profkctk  toag  of  TriunfiL 


Now  the  Spirit's  plastic  mighty 
Brooding  o*er  the  formless  deep. 

O'er  the  dusk  abysm  of  night. 
Bids  Creation  cease  to  sleep* 

• 

Instant  from  the  riven  main 
Starts  the  renovated  earth  | 

Pine-clad  mountain,  shaded  plain; 
See,  'lis  Nature's  second  birth. 

Gods  on  Inda  spread  the  board  j 
Such  was  the  supreme  decree ; 

Swell  the  strains  in  full  accord. 
Strains  of  holiest  harmony. 

**  Pour  the  sparkling  beverage  high  ; 

**  Be  the  song  with  horror  fraught : 
*<  Lab'ring  earth,  and  ruin'd  sky, 

<<  Fix  the  soul  in  solemn  thought* 
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"  Odin  next  inspire  the  verse, 

*<  Gor'd  by  the  relentless  fang; 
**  Aether  felt  the  conflict  fierce, 

^<  Dying  groan  and  parting  pang. 

**  Where  is  now  his.  vaunted  might  ^ 

*<  Where  the  terror  of  his  eye  i 
**  Fled  for  aye  from  scenes  of  light : 

<<  Pour  the  sparkling  beverage  high* 

*'  Lo  I  they  fleet  in  radiant  rotmd, 

**  Years  of  plenty,  years  of  joy : 
**  Sorrow's  place  no  more  is  founds 

*<  Cares  that  vex,  or  sweets  that  cloy» 

**  From  the  kindly  teeming  soil, 
**  Ripen'd  harvests  wave  unsown  \ 

«  Wherefore  need  the  peasant's  toiU 
"  Nature  works,  and  works  alone. 

**  Ask  you  whose  the  scepter'd  sway  > 

"  'Tis  to  lordly  Balder  giv'n : 
**  Mark  him  there  in  bright  array, 

"  Stalking  thro'  the  halls  of  heav'n. 

**  Hoder  holds  united  reign  ; 

**  Latest  times  their  strength  shall  prove ; 
**  Monarchs  of  the  bleak  domain. 

<<  Know' St  tlioii  now  what*s  done  above  f 


1^8  ODES.  OdelL 


■■■ 


**  Is  it  blest  delusion's  hour  ^ 
*<  Rolls  mine  eye  in  frenzied  trance  I 

**  Beams  of  glory  round  me  show'r; 
**  Troops  of  radiant  forms  advance* 

**  Founded  on  that  firm-set  rock» 
*'  Rising  view  the  dome  of  gold, 

♦*  Fix'd  secure  from  wintry  shock : 
"  There  the  good,  and  there  the  bold. 

**  High  in  tra6ls  of  troubled  air 
*'  Justice  waves  her  awful  sword : 

**  Vice  appairdy  with  hideous  stare, 
**  Shrinks  ere  spoke  the  dooming  word. 

**  Conscience  comes,  a  tort'ring  fiend, 
*<  Bids  his  minions  round  him  roll ; 

**  Fell  Remorse,  the  breast  to  rend, 
"  Agony,  to  storm  the  soul. 

**  In  Nastronda*s  northern  plain, 
"  Hark,  th'  envenomed  portals  ope : 

**  Respite  there  is  none  of  pain, 
**  Comfort  none,  or  cheering  hope. 

"  Dog-ey'd  Lust,  Adult'ry  foul, 
"  Murder  red  with  many  a  stain, 

**  At  the  fatal  entrance  scowl, 
^'  Bound  in  adamantine  chain. 
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**  Mark  the  house ;  if  right  we  deem^ 

**  *Ti8  of  scales  serpentine  built; 
<<  Round  it  brawls  a  turbid  stream : 

<<  Mortal,  such  th'  abode  of  guilt. 

<<  Know'st  thou  now  what's  done  aboye? 
.  «*  Know'st  thou  now  the  deeds  of  night  ?*• 
They  spoke :  the  feast  of  joy  and  love 
Glow'd  on  Inda's  glist'ring  height. 
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ODE  III. 


DIALOGUE 
AT  THE  TOMB  OF  ARGANTYR. 


By  the  Same. 


lUUlVOK  repiir*  to  the  Toirb  of  her  rither  AtCAKTYR,  at  Ike  tfeM  of 
2fitht>  ard  tar Jies  bit  Spin:  to  deliver  ay  tke  **«rT-l  awoij  TUFUf- 
GVS.  wMch  «nt  boned  with  him. 


HERVOR. 

Thy  daughter  calls :  Argantyr,  break 
The  bonds  of  death ;  she  calls,  awake : 
Reach  me  forth  the  tempcr'd  blade 
Beneath  thy  dusty  pillow  laid. 
Which  once  a  scepter*d  warrior  bore^ 
Forg'd  by  dwarfs  in  years  of  yore. 
Where  arc  the  sons  of  Angrim  fled? 
Mingled  with  the  valiant  dead. 
From  under  twisted  roots  of  oak 
Blasted  by  the  thunder's  stroke^ 
Arise,  arise,  ye  men  of  blood. 
Ye  who  prepared  the  Vulture's  food ; 
Give  me  the  sword  and  studded  belt^ 
Armies  whole  their  force  have  felt; 
Or  grant  my  pray'r,  or  mould'ring  rot. 
Your  name  your  deeds  alike  forgot} 
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Argantyr,  rouse  thee  from  thy  rest ; 
'Tis  an  only  child's  request. 

ARGANTYR. 

Daughter,  I  hear  the  magic  sound. 
That  wakes  the  tenants  of  the  ground : 
Why  call'st  thou  thus  ?  what  dire  intent 
Is  within  thy  bosom  pent  ? 
No  friendly  hand,  no  parent,  gave 
My  bones  to  rest  in  hallow'd  grave  5 
To  me  no  sacred  rite  was  paid ; 
Here,  by  baibVous  hands  convey'd, 
In  this  mansion  cold,  forlorn. 
My  gloomy  ghost  shall  ever  mourn. 
Think  not  by  unceasing  pray'r 
Hence  the  charmed  sword  to  bear ; 
For  know,  above  in  realms  of  lights 
Trifingus  is  another's  right. 

HERVOR. 

Ha !  my  sire,  what  words  accurst 
Have  from  the  lip  ot  falsehood  burst  ? 
Thou  know'st  with  thee  in  darkness  laid 
Sleeps  the  consecrated  blade : 
Yield  it,  'tis  th*  appointed  hour. 
Or  dread  avenging  Odin*s  pow'r  : 
Canst  thou  thus,  with  tongue  unblest. 
Deny  an  only  child's  request  ? 
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ARGANTYR. 
With  awe  my  words  prophetic  hear ; 
Hervor,  'tis  for  thee  I  fear : 
The  fates  have  seal'd  thy  oflRspring's  door 
Trifingus  brings  them  to  the  tomb. 

HERVOR, 

Talk  not  to  me  of  future  times; 
I  swear,  by  force  of  magic  rhymes. 
Repose  the  dead  shall  know  no  more, 
'Till  thou  the  gifted  sword  restore* 

ARGANTYR. 

Maid,  thy  warlike  soul  I  bless. 
Who  rov*st  by  night  in  armed  dress. 
With  spell-wrought  helmet,  iron  proof. 
And  garments  wove  in  mystic  woof; 
Who  dar*st  in  thrilling  accents  call 
The  dead  from  their  sepulchral  hall, 

HERVOR. 
No  more  this  idle  converse  hold ; 
Once  i  thought  thy  spirit  bold  : 
Give  me  forth  the  radiant  brand : 
Hear^  and  grant  my  just  demand. 
Let  its  strength  again  be  try*d, 
•Twas  not  made  below  to  'bide. 
Yield  it,  'tis  th'  appointed  hour. 
Or  dread  avenging  Odin's  pow'r. 
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ARGANTYR. 
Here  within  the  fated  sheath, 
Hialmar's  ruin  lies  beneath, 
Wrapt  in  its  own  terrific  flame ; 
What  maid  but  trembles  at  the  name  ? 

HERVOR. 
I  tremble  not — the  flame,  tho'  bright, 
Is  but  ineffedhial  light,    * 
That  plays  around  the  buried  corse. 
With  meteor  glare  devoid  of  force : 
I'll  grasp  the  sword  in  terror  drest ; 
Grant  an  only  child's  request. 

ARGANTYR. 

Rash  Virgin,  to  thy  pray'r  I  yield : 
Lo  I  Trifingus  stands  reveal'd  I 
Blazing  like  the  noon-day  Sun— 

HERVOR. 
King  of  men,  'tis  nobly  done  : 
This  blade  witJi  rapt'rous  joy  I  own 
A  greater  gift  than  Norway's  throne. 

ARGANTYR. 

Fond  exulting  daughter,  know 
These  transports  work  thee  lasting  woe; 
By  the  keen  edge  ('tis  thus  decreed) 
Thy  sons,  e'en  Hydrcks'  self,  shall  bleed. 
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HERVOR. 
I  must  to  my  ships  repair ; 
'Tis  nought  to  roe ;  be  that  their  care } 
If  in  the  puq>1e  fount  of  life 
They  steep  the  steel  in  mortal  strife^ 
By  no  ignoble  stroke  they  fall. 
And  sink  with  joy  to  Odin*s  hall. 

ARGANTYR. 

Hie  thee  hence  from  death's  domain. 
With  rcv'rence  keep  Hialmar's  bane; 
Touch  but  the  blade,  a  warrior  dies. 
On  either  edge  quick  poison  lies : 
Thou  art  of  a  race  divine, 
Take  the  gift  the  gods  assign. 

HERVOR. 

Never  shall  Trifingus  sleep, 
But  move  wiih  desulating  sweep; 
Never  fear  invade  my  breast. 
Nor  dyini;  sons  my  peace  molest ; 
If  by  Trifingus'  stroke  tliey  fall. 
They  sink  with  joy  to  Odin's  hall, 

ARGANTYR. 

Hark)  e'en  now  with  sullen  moan 
Viflims  twelve  beneath  thee  groan : 
Armed  in  paternal  might, 
Go  forth,  my  child,  and  dare  tlie  fight ; 
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Angrim's  portion'd  wealth  is  thine ; 
Take  the  gift  the  gods  assign. 

HERVOR. 

Now,  in  the  silence  of  the  tomb, 
Dwell  undisturb'd  till  final  doom: 
I  must  tread  my  destined  road^ 
And  speed  me  from  this  drear  abode ; , 
For  here,  as  still  my  steps  I  turn, 
Flaky  fires  around  me  burn. 


ODE  IV. 

AN 

INCANTATION 


FOUKOZO  ON 

THE  NORTHERN  MYTHOLOGY. 


By  the  Same. 


Hear,  ye  Rulers  of  the  North, 
Spirits  of  exalted  worth ; 
By  the  silence  of  the  night. 
By  subtle  magic's  secret  rite ; 
By  P^olphan  murky  King, 
Master  of  th'  enchanted  ring  ; 
By  all  and  each  of  hell's  grim  host. 
Howling  demon,  tortur'd  ghost  j 
By  each  spell  and  potent  word 
Burst  from  lips  of  Glauron's  Lord; 
By  Coronzon's  awful  power; 
By  the  dread  and  solemn  hour. 
When  Gual  fierce,  and  Damael  strong. 
Stride  the  blast  that  roars  along  j 
Or,  in  fell  descending  swoop, 
Bid  the  furious  spirit  stoop 
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O'er  desolation's  gloomy  plain. 
Haunt  of  warriors  battle  slain. 
Now  the  world  in  sleep  is  laid, 
Thorbiorga  calls  your  aid. 

Mark  the  sable  feline  coat. 
Spotted  girdle  velvet- wrought; 
Mark  the  skin  of  glistening  snake. 
Sleeping  seiz'd  in  forest  brake ; 
Mark  the  radiant  crystal  stone. 
On  which  days  Sovereign  never  shone. 
From  the  cavern  dark  and  deep 
Digg'd  i'  th'  hour  of  mortal  sleep ; 
Mark  the  cross,  in  mystic  round 
Meetly  o'er  the  sandal  bound, 
Aiid  the  symbols  grav'd  thereon. 
Holiest  Tetragrammaton  I 
Now  while  midnight  torches  gleam. 
Rivals  of  the  Moon's  pale  beam. 
On  ocean's  unfrequented  shore 
Some  moss-grown  ruin  silvering  o'er. 
While  the  flame  of  resinous  fire 
Mounts  aloft  in  curling  spire ; 
I  scatter  round  this  charmed  room. 
The  fragrance  of  the  myrrh's  perfume ; 
And,  bending  o'er  this  consecrated  sword. 
Confirm  each  murmur'd  spell,  each  inly-thril- 
ling  word. 


ODE  V. 

THE 

CAROUSAL  OF  ODIN. 


BY  THE  REV.  THOMAS  PENROSE. 


Fill  the  honey'd  bev'rage  high. 
Fill  the  sculls,  'tis  Odin's  cry  : 
Heard  ye  not  the  powerful  call, 
Thund'ring  thro*  the  vaulted  hall  ? 
*<  Fill  the  meath,  and  spread  the  board, 
"  Vassals  of  the  griesly  Lord.*'— 


The  portal  hinges  grate, — they  come— 
The  din  of  voices  rocks  the  dome. 
In  stalk  the  various  forms,  and,  drest 
In  various  armour,  various  vest, 
With  helm  and  morion,  targe  and  shield, 

Some  quivering  launces  ccmcA,  some  biiing  maces  wield! 

All  march  with  haughty  step,  all  proudly  shake  the 
crest. 
The  feast  begins,  the  scull  goes  round. 
Laughter  shouts — the  shouts  resound. 
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The  gust  of  war  subsides— E'en  now 
The  grim  chief  curls  his  cheek,  and  smooths  his  rugged 
brow. 


<*  Shame  to  your  placid  front,  ye  men  of  death!'* 
Cries  Hilda,  with  disordered  breath. 
Hell  echoes  back  her  scoff  of  shame 
To  the  inadlive  rev'ling  Champion's  name. 
<«  Call  forth  the  song,"  she  scream*d.; — the  minstrels 

came 
The  theme  was  glorious  war,  the  dear  delight 
Of  shining  best  in  field,  and  daring  most  in  fight.- 


**  Joy  to  the  soul,"  the  Harpers  sung, 
.  **  When  embattrd  ranks  among, 

**  The  steel-clad  Knight,  in  vigour's  bloom, 

**  (Banners  waving  o*er  his  plume) 

**  Foremost  rides,  the  flower  and  boast 

"  Of  the  bold  determin'd  host  !** 
With  greedy  ears  the  guests  each  note  devoured. 
Each  struck  his  beaver  down,  and  grasp 'd  his  faith- 
ful sword. 

The  fury  mark*d  th'  auspicious  deed. 

And  bad  the  Scalds  proceed. 

**  Joy  to  the  soul  I  a  joy  divine  I 

**  When  conflicting  armies  join ; 

"  When  trumpets  clang,  and  bugles  sound ; 

"  When  strokes  of  death  are  dealt  around  ; 
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Owen  of  the  mighty  stroke ; 
Kindling,  as  the  hero  spoke, 
Cenau,  Coel's  blooming  heir. 
Caught  the  flame  and  grasp'd  the  spear } 
Shall  Coel's  issue  pledges  give 
To  the  insulting  foe,  and  live  \ 
Never  such  be  Britons'  shame. 
Never,  till  this  mangled  frame. 
Like  some  vanquishM  lion,  lie 
Drench*d  in  blood,  and  bleeding  die. 

**  Day  advanc'd  :  and  ere  the  sun 
Reached  the  radiant  point  of  noon, 
Urien  came  with  fresh  supplies  : 
Rise,  ye  sons  of  Cambria,  rise. 
Spread  your  banners  to  the  foe. 
Spread  them  on  the  mountain's  brow  j 
Lift  your  lances  high  in  air, 
Friends  and  brothers  of  the  war; 
Rush  like  torrents  down  the  steep,  ^ 
Thro'  the  vales  in  myriads  sweep ; 
Fflamdwyn  never  can  sustain 
The  force  of  our  united  train," 


Havoc,  havoc  rag'd  around, 
Many  a  carcase  strew'd  the  ground  : 
Ravens  drank  the  purple  flood, 
Raven  plumes  were  dyed  in  blood ; 
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Frighted  crowds  from  place  to  place. 
Eager,  hurryin*^,  breathless,  pale, 

Spread  the  news  of  their  disgrace, 
Trembling  as  they  told  the  tale. 

These  are  Taliessin's  rhimes. 
These  shall  live  to  distant  times. 
And  the  Bard^s  prophetic  rage 
Animate  a  future  age. 

Child  of  sorrow,  child  of  pain. 
Never  may  I  smile  again. 
If,  'till  all -subduing  death 
Close  these  eyes,  and  stop  this  breath. 
Ever  I  forget  to  raise 
My  grateful  songs  to  Urien*s  praise. 
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ODE  VII. 


Ttti 
GRAVE  OF  KING  ARTHUR. 


BY  T.  WARTON,  B.  D, 


Statbly  the  feast,  and  high  the  cheer ; 
Girt  with  many  an  armed  peer. 
And  canopied  with  golden  pall» 
Amid  CiLGARRAN*s  castle  hall. 
Sublime  in  formidable  state. 
And  warlike  splendour,  Henry  sate ; 
Prepar'd  to  stain  the  briny  flood 
Of  Shannon's  lakes  with  rebel  blood. 

Illumining  the  vaulted  roof, 
A  thousand  torches  flam*d  aloof: 
From  massy  cups,  with  golden  gleam 
Sparkled  the  red  metheglin*s  stream : 
To  grace  the  gorgeous  festival. 
Along  the  lofty-window'd  hall. 
The  storied  tapestry  was  hung : 
With  minstrelsy  the  rafters  rung 
Of  harps,  that  with  reflefled  light 
From  the  proud  gallery  glitter'd  bright : 
While  gifted  bards,  a  rival  throng, 
(From  distant  Monaj  nurse  of  song, 
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From  Teivi,  fring'd  with  umbrage  brown, 
From  Elvy's  vale,  and  Cader's  crown. 
From  many  a  shaggy  precipice 
That  shades  lerne's  hoarse  abyss> 
And  many  a  sunless  solitude 
Of  Radnor's  inmost  mountains  rude,) 
To  crown  the  banquet's  solemn  close. 
Themes  of  British  glory  chose ; 
And  to  the  strings  of  various  chime 
Attemper'd  thus  the  fabling  rhyme* 

**  O'er  Cornwall's  cliflfe  the  tempest  roar'd, 
<<  High  the  screaming  sea-mew  soar'd ; 
**  On  Tintaggel's  topmost  tower 
**  Darksome  fell  the  sleety  shower ; 
**  Round  the  rough  castle  shrilly  sung 
**  The  whiriing  blast,  and  wildly  flung 
**  On  each  tall  rampart's  thundering  side 
**  The  surges  of  the  tumbling  tide : 
•*  When  Arthur  rang'd  his  red-cross  ranks 
*'  On  Conscious  Camlan's  crimson'd  banks : 
**  By  Mordred's  faithless  guile  decreed 
*<  Beneath  a  Saxon  spear  to  bleed  I 
**  Yet  in  vain  a  paynim  foe 
**  Arm'd  with  fate  the  mighty  blow ; 
**  For  when  he  fell,  an  elfin  queen, 
**  All  in  secret,  and  unseen, 
**  O'er  the  fainting  hero  threw 
•*  Her  mantle  of  ambrosial  blue ; 
**  And  bade  her  spirits  bear  him  far, 
**  In  Merlin's  agate-axled  car, 
VqL  XIU.  L 
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To  her  green  isle's  enamel'd  steep. 
Far  in  the  navel  of  the  deep. 
0*er  his  wounds  she  sprinkled  dew 

*  From  flowers  that  in  Arabia  grew  : 

<  On  a  rich  enchanted  bed, 

*  She  pillow'd  his  majestic  head ; 

*  O'er  his  brow,  with  whispers  bland^ 

*  Thrice  she  wav'd  an  opiate  wand  $ 

*  And  to  soft  music's  airy  sound, 

<  Her  magic  curtains  clos'd  around. 

*  There,  re  new 'd  the  vital  spring, 

*  Again  he  reigns  a  mighty  king; 

*  And  many  a  fair  and  fragrant  clime, 

*  Blooming  in  immortal  prime, 

*  By  gales  of  Eden  ever  fann'd, 

«  Owns  the  monarch's  high  command : 

*  Thence  to  Britain  shall  return, 

*  (If  right  prophetic  rolls  I  learn) 

«  Borne  on  Vi«5>ory's  spreading  plume, 

*  His  anticnt  sceptre  to  resume ; 

*  Once  more  in  old  heroic  pride, 

*  His  barbed  courser  to  bestride ; 

*  His  knightly  table  to  restore, 

*  And  the  brave  tournaments  of  yore." 
They  ceasM  :  when  on  the  tuneful  stage 

Advanced  a  bard,  of  aspei!:t  ^age ; 
His  silver  tresses,  thin  besprent. 
To  age  a  graceful  reverence  lent ; 
His  beard,  all  white  aS  Sjiangles  frore 
That  clothe  Plinlimmon's  forests  hoar. 
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Down  to  his  harp  descending  flow'd ; 
With  Time's  faint  rose  his  features  glow*d*; 
His  eyes  difRis'd  a  soften-M  fire. 
And  thus  he  wak'd  the  warbling  wire : 

<*  Listen,  Henry,  to  my  read  I 
<<  Not  from  fairy  realms  I  lead 
«  Bright-rob'd  Tradition,  to  relate 
<*  In  forged  colours  Arthur's  fate  | 
«  Though  much  of  old  romantic  lore 
*^  On  the  high  theme  I  keep  in  store : 
<<  But  boastful  Pinion  should  be  dumb, 
<*  Where  Truth  the  strain  might  best  becotne. 
**  If  thine  ear  may  still  be  won 
**  With  songs  of  Uther's  glorious  son ; 
<*  Henry,  I  a  tale  unfold, 
«  Never  yet  in  rhyme  enroU'd, 
**  Nor  sung  nor  harp'd  in  hall  or  bower ; 
**  Which  in  my  youth's  full  early  flower, 
**  A  minstrel,  sprung  of  Cornish  line, 
**  Who  spoke  of  kings  from  old  Locrine, 
**  Taught  me  to  chant,  one  vernal  dawn, 
**  Deep  in  a  cliff-encircled  lawn, 
**  What  time  the  glistening  vapours  fled 
•*  From  cloud -enveloped  Clydcr's  head ; 
**  And  on  its  sides  the  torrents  grey 
**  Shone  to  the  morning's  orient  ray. 

**  When  Arthur  bow'd  his  haughty  crest, 
**  No  princess,  veiPd  in  azure  vest, 
**  Snatcht  him,  by  Merlin's  potent  speM, 
**  In  groves  of  golden  bliss  todwdl; 


148  ODit.  OieVll 


BB 


**  Where,  crownM  with  wreaths  of  nusktoei 

<'  Slaughtered  kings  in  glory  go  : 

<<  But  when  he  fell,  with  winged  speed, 

'*  His  champions,  on  a  milk-white  steed^ 

**  From  the  battle's  hurricane, 

**  Bore  him  to  Joseph's  towered  fane^ 

<<  In  the  fair  vale  of  Avalon : 

<^  There,  with  chanted  orison, 

<<  And  the  long  blaze  of  tapers  cleaTf 

**  The  stoled  fathers  met  the  bier ; 

**  Through  the  dim  iles,  in  order  dread 

**  Of  martial  woe,  the  chief  they  led, 

"  And  deep  intomb'd  in  holy  ground, 

<<  Before  the  altar's  solemn  bound. 

**  Around  no  dusky  banners  wave, 

**  No  mouldering  trophies  mark  the  grave : 

«  Away  the  Ruthless  Dane  has  torn 

«  Each  trace  that  Time's  slow  touch  had  worn 

«*  And  long,  o'er  the  negle£led  stone, 

<<  Oblivion*s  veil  its  shade  has  thrown ; 

**  The  faded  tomb,  with  honour  due, 

**  *Tls  thine,  O  Henry,  to  renew! 

««  Thither,  when  Conquest  has  restored 

**  Yon  recreant  isle,  and  sheath'd  the  sword, 

*<  When  peace  with  palm  has  crown*d  thy  bro¥ 

«*  Haste  thee,  to  pay  thy  pilgrim  vows. 

**  There,  observant  of  my  lore, 

**  The  pavement's  hallow'd  depth  explore) 

«•  And  thrice  a  fathom  underneath 

**  Dive  into  the  vaults  of  death. 


Ode  VIL  ODES.  149 


There  shall  thine  eye,  with  wild  amaze> 
On  his  gigantic  stature  gaze  ; 
There  shalt  thou  find  the  monarch  laid. 
All  in  warrior- weeds  array M ; 
Wearing  in  death  his  helmct-crowft, 
And  weapons  huge  of  old  renown. 
Martial  prince, 'tis  thine  to  save 
From  dark  oblivion  Arthur's  gravfe  I 
So  may,  thy  ships  securely  stem 
The  western  frith :  thy  diadem 
Shine  vi6loriou9  in  the  van. 
Nor  heed  the-«lings  of  Ulster's  clan  : 
Thy  Norman  pike -men  win  their  way 
Up  the  dun  rocks  of  Harold's  bay  : 
And  from  the  steeps  of  rough  Kildare 
Thy  prancing  hoofs  the  falcon  scare : 
So  may  thy  brow's  unerring  yew 
Its  shafts  in  Roderick's  heart  imbrew." 
Amid  the  peeling  symphony 
The  spiced  goblets  mantled  high ; 
With  passions  new  the  song  impress'd 
The  listening  king's  impatient  breast : 
Flash  the  keen  lightnings  from  his  eyes ; 
He  scorns  awhile  his  bold  emprise ; 
Ev'n  now  he  seems,  with  eager  pacey 
The  consecrated  floor  to  trace ; 
And  ope,  from  its  tremendous  gloom. 
The  treasure  of  the  wondrous  tomb : 
£v*n  now,  he  burns  in  thought  to  rear. 
From  its  dark  bed;  the  ponderous  spear. 
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Rough  with  the  gore  of  Piftish  kings  \ 
£v*n  now  fond  hope  his  fancy  wings. 
To  poise  the  monarch's  massy  blade. 
Of  roagic-temper*d  metal  made ; 
And  drag  to  day  the  dinted  shield 
That  felt  the  storm  of  Camlan's  field* . 
0*er  the  sepulchre  profound 
Ev'n  now,  with  arching  sculpture  crownMj 
He  plans  the  chantry's  choral  shrine. 
The  daily  dirge,  and  rites  divine* 
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CRUSADE. 
By  the  Same, 


Bound  for  holy  Palestine, 
Nimbly  we  brush*d  the  level  brine. 
All  in  azure  steel  array'd ; 
O'er  the  wave  our  weapons  play'd. 
And  made  the  dancing  billows  glow ; 
High  upon  the  trophied  prow, 
Many  a  warrior- minstrel  swung 
His  sounding  harp,  and  boldly  sung: 

**  Syrian  virgins,  wail  and  weep, 
**  English  Richard  ploughs  the  deep ! 
**  Tremble,  watchmen,  as  ye  spy, 
**  From  distant  towers,  with  anxious  eye, 
**  The  radiant  range  of  shield  and  lance 
**  Down  Damascus'  hills  advance  : 
**  From  Sion's  turrets  as  afar 
"  Ye  ken  the  march  of  Europe's  war ! 
**  Saladin,  thou  paynim  king 
**  From  Albion's  isle  revenge  we  bring  1 
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<«  On  Aeon's  spiry  citadel, 

"  Though  to  the  gale  thy  banners  swell, 

**  Pidur'd  with  the  silver  moon  ; 

**  England  shall  end  thy  glory  soon  1 

**  In  vain,  to  break  our  firm  array, 

•*  Thy  brazen  drums  hoarse  discord  bray : 

•*  Those  sounds  our  rising  fury  fan  : 

'<  English  Richard  in  the  van. 

•*  On  to  victory  we  go, 

**  A  vaunting  infidel  the  foe." 

Blondel  led  the  tuneful  band. 
And  swept  the  wire  with  glowing  hand, 
Cyprus,  from  her  rocky  mound. 
And  Crete,  with  piny  verdure  crown'dj, 
Far  along  the  smiling  main 
Echoed  the  prophetic  strain. 

Soon  we  kiss'd  the  sacred  earth 
That  gave  a  murther*d  Saviour  birth : 
Then  with  ardour  fresh  endu'd, 
Thus  the  solemn  song  renew'd : 

**  Lo,  the  toilsome  voyage  past, 
**  Heaven's  favoured  hills  appear  at  last ! 
**  Obje6l  of  our  holy  vow, 
**  We  tread  the  Tyrian  vallies  now. 
**  From  Carmel's  almond-shaded  steep 
*'  We  feel  the  cheering  fragrance  creep  ; 
**  O'er  Engaddi's  shrubs  of  balm 
**  Waves  the  date-empurpled  palm  ; 
**  See,  Lebanon's  aspiring  head 
**  Wide  his  immortal  umbrage  spread  I 
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<<  Hail  Cavalry,  thou  mountain  hoar, 

•*  Wet  with  our  Redeemer's  gore  1 

**  Ye  trampled  tombs,  ye  fanes  forlorn, 

•*  Ye  stones,  by  tears  of  pilgrims  worn  j 

**  Your  ravishM  honours  to  restore, 

*^  Fearless  we  climb  this  hostile  shore  1 

*\  And  thou,  the  sepulchre  of  god  I 

<'  By  mocking  pagans  rudely  trod, 

**  Bereft  of  every  awful  rite, 

**  And  quench'd  thy  lamps  that  beam'd  so 

ijright ;  ^ 

**  For  thee,  from  Britain's  distant  coast, 
<<  Lo,  Richard  leads  his  faithful  host  I 
<*  Aloft  in  his  heroic  hand, 
<<  Blazing  like  the  beacon's  brand, 
**  O'er  the  far-affrighted  fields, 
*^  Resistless  Kalibum  he  wields. 
**  Proud  Saracen,  pollute  no  more 
**  The  shrines  by  martyrs  built  of  yore  I 
<'  From  each  wild  mountain's  trackless  crown 
**  In  vain  the  gloomy  castles  frown  : 
•*  Thy  battering  engines,  huge  and  high, 
**  In  vain  our  steel-clad  steeds  defy; 
**  And  rolling  in  terrific  state, 
•*  On  giant- wheels  harsh  thunders  grate. 
**  When  eve  has  hush*d  the  buzzing  camp, 
**  Amid  the  moon-light  vapours  damp, 
**  Thy  necromantic  forms,  in  vain, 
**  Haunt  us  on  the  tented  plain, 
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"  We  bid  those  spe6tre- shapes  avauntj 

<<  Ashtaroth,  and  Termagaunt  I 

**  With  many  a  demon^  pale  of  hiie^ 

•*  Doonrd  to  drink  the  bitter  dew 

•*  That  drops  from  Macon's  sooty  tree, 

**  Mid  the  dread  grove  of  ebony. 

**  Nor  magic  charms,  nor  fiends  of  hell, 

**  The  Christian's  holy  courage  quell, 

**  Salem,  in  antient  majesty 
**  Arise,  and  lift  thee  to  the  sky  1 
•*  Soon  on  thy  battlements  divine 
**  Shall  wave  the  badge  of  Constantine. 
•*  Ye  Barons,  to  the  sun  unfold 
**  Our  Cross  with  crimson  wove  and  gold  I" 
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DUNCAN'S  WARNING. 


BY 

J.  AIKIN,  M.  D. 


As  o'er  the  heath,  amid  his  steel-clad  Thanes, 
The  royal  Duncan  rode  in  martial  pride. 

Where,  full  to  view,  high-topp'd  with  glittering  vanes, 
Macbeth's  strong  towers  o'erhung  the  mountain's 
side ;  ^ 

In  dusky  mantle  wrapp'd,  a  grisly  form 
Rush'd  with  a  giant's  stride  across  his  way  ; 

And  thus,  while  howl'd  around  the  rising  storm. 
In  hollow  thundering  accents  pour'd  dismay. 

Stop,  O  King!  thy  destin'd course. 
Furl  thy  standard,  turn  thy  horse. 
Death  besets  this  onward  track. 
Come  no  further,— quickly,  back, 

Hear'st  thou  not  the  raven's  croak } 
See'st  thou  not  the  blasted  oak  \ 
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Feel*st  thou  not  the  loaded  sky  \ 
Kead  thy  danger,  King,  and  fly. 

Lo,  yon*  castle  banners  glare 
Bloody  through  the  troubled  air; 
Loy  what  spectres  on  the  roofs 
Frowning  bid  thee  stand  aloof  1 

Murder,  like  an  eagle  waits 
Perch'd  above  the  gloomy  gates. 
Just  in  a6l  to  pounce  his  prey  ; 
Come  not  near— away !  away  f 

Let  not  plighted  faith  beguile  ; 
Honour's  semblance,  BeautyN  smile  ; 
Fierce  Ambition's  venom'd  dart 
Rankles  in  the  fest'ring  heart. 

Treason,  arm'd  against  thy  life, 
Points  his  dagger,  whets  his  knife. 
Drugs  his  stupifying  bowl, 
Steels  his  unrelenting  soul. 

Now  'tis  time ;  ere  guilty  night 
Closes  round  thee,  speed  thy  flight* 
If  the  threshold  once  be  crost, 
Duncan  1  thouVt  for  ever  lost. 
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On  he  goes  I— resistless  Fate 
Hastes  to  fill  his  mortal  date : 
Cease,  ye  warnings,  vain  tho*  true. 
Murder'd  King,  adieu  1  adieu  I 


NOTES  ON  ODES 


OF  THE 

PIRST,  SECOND,  and  THIRD  CLASS. 
NOTES  ON  ODES  OF  THE  FIRST  CLASS. 


ODE  XL. 

Page  8.  THE  dttk  sage  exhausts  tie  dowi,"]  Socrates, 
who  was  condemned  to  die  by  poison.    . 

9.  Sge  there  the  injured  Poet  bleed  /]  Seneca,  born  at 
Corduba,  who,  according  to  Pliny,  was  orator,  poet, 
and  philosopher.     He  bled  to  death  in  the  bath. 

ib.  Lol  there  the  wild  Assyrian  queen^'\  Semiratnis, 
cum  ei  circa  cultum  capitis  sui  occupatae  nnnciatutn 
esset  Babylonem  defecisse ;  altera  parte  crinium  ad- 
huc  soluta  protinus  ad  earn  expugnandam  cucurrit : 
nee  prius  decorem  capilloriim  in  ordinem  quam  tantam 
urbem  in  potestateni  suam  redegit :  quocirca  statua 
ejus  Babylone  posita  est,  &c*  Val.  Max.  de  Ira. 

io«     Absorb' din  thought^  great  Newton  stands '^"l 
A  noble  statue  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  erected  in  Tri- 
nity. College  chapel  by  Dr.  Smith. 


\ 
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ODE  XLIII. 


Page  18.     0*er  Helicon  my  bleating  iamAs  I  gitardf] 
tiesiod  is  said  to  have  led  the  life  of  a  shepherd  on 
mount  Helicon,  inhere,  as  he  relates  in  his  Theogooyi 
the  Muses  appeared  to  him,  and  adopted  him  in  their 
service.    V,  24. 

19.  For  thee^  sole  glory  of  thy  abjeQ  racey'] 
Pindar,  whose  birth  the  nymphs  and  Pan  are  said  to 
have  solemnized  with  dances :  we  are  likiewise  toldy 
that  in  his  infancy  the  bees  fed  him  with  their  honey. 
He  was  born  at  Thebes,  the  capital  of  Beotia,  a  pro- 
vince remarkable  for  the  dulness  of  its  inhabitantSi  of 
which  he  himself  takes  notice  in  his  Olympics, 
ib.     Oftjir^d  with  Bacchanalian  rage^ 

The  father  of  the  Grecian  stage 

In  terror  dad  annoys  my  rest ;] 
Aeschylus,  who  was  reported  never  to  have  wrote 
l^ut  when  inspired  by  wine  :  he  had  a  particula r  geniu^ 
for  terrifying  the  audience ;  of  which  the  Chorus  of 
Furies  in  his  Eumenides  is  a  remarkable  and  well 
known  instance.  He  was  buried  near  the  river  Gelz, 
where  the  tragedians  performed  dramas  at  his  tomb, 
ib.     With  longing  taste^  with  eager  lip. 

In  raptur'd  visions  oft  1  sip 

The  honey  of  the  tragic  bee ;] 
Sophocles,  who,  it  is  said,  was  able  to  check  the  fury 
of  the  winds  and  sea. 
Pliilostratus  de  Vita  Apollonii  Tyanei,  lib.  viii.  p.  393. 


NOTES.  1^1 

«o.  How  oft  tnspir*d  with  magic  dread. 
By  Fancy  to  the  cave  Pm  led 
Where  sits  the  wise  Pierian  sage ;] 
Euripides,  who,  we  learn  from  Aal.  Gellius,  lib,  xv. 
cap.  20.  p.  418,  was  reported  to  have  wrote  many  of 
his  tragedies  in  an  old  melancholy  cave.     He  Was  ge« 
nerally  distinguished  by  the  epithet  of  Wise. 

ib.     With  patriot  ardor  i  behold 

7  he  mirthful  Muse  for  freedom  bold\'\ 
Aristophanes,  who  is  esteemed  to  have  been  of  sin* 
gular  service  to  the  commonwealth,  by  representing 
to  his  fellow -citizens,  tlie  pernicious  designs  of  their 
leading  men. 

ib.     With  simpler  strains  the  Doric  Muses  charm  ;] 
Theocritus. 

ib.     As  Libyans  poet  hymns  his  solemn  la^s,"} 
Callimachus. 

i  b .     The  wanton  Teian  loves  each  chaster  thought  disarm,  ] 
Anacreon. 

ib.  Thus,  if  at  Juno's  fond  request,"]     Alluding  to  a 
passage  in  Homer.     Iliad  b$  v.  233. 

ODE  XLIV. 

Page  24.     Sleep  on,  much-injur*d  hapless  swairtf 
Nor  wake  thy  cruel  fate  te  moan. 
To  curse  th'  insatiate  thirst  ofgain^ 
And  proud  Iberians  bloody  soni] 

Hernando  Cortez.    See  the  History  of  the  Conquest 

of  Mexico  and  Peru  by  the  Spaniards. 

Vol.  XUL  M 
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ODE  XLVr. 


Page  29.     Dr.  Grainger,  who  as  this  Ode  evinces, 
possessed  distinniiished  talents  as  a  Poet,  was  for  some 
time  Pliyslcian  to  tlie  Army,  and  whilst  in  that  situa- 
tion amused  himself  with  the  translations  of  TiBUt- 
Lus,  which  lie  afterwards  published  ;    as  well  as  a 
tradl  or  two  on  piofessional  subjefls.     Having  quitted 
the  army  he  attended  Mr.  Borryau,  a  West-Indian, 
as  his  private  tutor  at  Cambridge ;  and  afterwards 
settled  in  St.  Kitt's ;  whilst  there,  he  wrote  a  dida£tic 
poem  of  great  merit  entitled  the  Sugar-Cane,  and 
the  ballad  of  Bryan  and  PyRENE,  which  the  present 
Bishop  of  Dro  MORE  inserted  in  his  Reliques  of  ancient 
J\nglish  Pcetry,     From  that  pu!>lication  the  Author's 
corrc6lion5  of  tliis  Ode  are  taken.     Dr.  Percy  is  be- 
lieved to  have  been  the  author  of  those  elegant  trans- 
lations inserted  by  Dr.  Grainger  in  his  edition  of  Ti- 
biillus. 

ib.     Or  at  the  purple  dawn  of  day, 

Tadmor's  marble  wastes  survey ',"]  Alluding  to 
the  account  of  Palmyra,  published  by  Messrs.  Wood 
and  Dawkins,  and  the  manner  in  which  they  were 
struck  at  the  sight  of  these  magnificent  ruins  by  break 
of  day. 

30.     Ton  with  the  tragic  Muse  retired 

The  wise  Euripides  inspired,]     In  the  island  of 
Salamis. 
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30.  Tou  taught  the  sadly -pleasing  air 

That  Athens  sav^dfrom  ruins  dare.]  See  Plutarch 
in  the  life  of  Lysander. 

ib.     Tou  gave  the  Cean's  tears  tojlowy 

And  unlocked  the  springs  of  woe  \]  Simonides. 

31,  With  Petrarch  o'er  Valcluse you  stray* d^ 
When  Death  snatched  his  long  loxj*d  maid\\ 

Laura,  twenty  years,  and  ten  after  her  death, 
ib.     You  strezi)*d  with  Jlowers  her  virgin  urn. 

And  late  in  Haglcy  you  were  seen,"]     Monody  on 
the  death  of  Lady  Lyttelton,  by  her  husband,  the  first 

Lord. 

ib.     To  hear  the  sweet  Complaint y  0  Young, "] 
Night  Thoughts. 

34.     Suchy  such,  as  on  th*  Ausonian  shore. 

Sweety  Dorian  Mosckus  trill'd  of  yore  .•]     See  his 
Idyllia. 

ib .     No  time  should  cancel  thy  desert. 

More,  more,  than  Bion  was,  thou  wert.  ]  Alluding 
to  the  death  of  a  friend. 

37.  Say,  does  the  learned  J^rd  of  Hagley' s  shade. 
Charm  man  so  much  by  mossy  fountains  laid. 
As  when,  arous'd,  he  stems  Corruption's  course. 
And  shakes  the  senate  with  a  TuUy* s  force  f] 

Lord  Lyttchon. 

ib.     Coed  Allen  lives,*  — ]   Ralph  Allen,  Esq, 

of  Prior  Park. 

38.  Sydney,  what  good  man  envies  not  thy  blow  f] 
Algernon  Sydney,  beheaded  at  Tower-hill,   7th  of 
December,  1683, 


f6j(  NCTTES. 

38.     IVho  would  not  wish  Anyttu/ora/bcf] 
One  of  the  accusers  of  Socrates. 

ODE  XLVIU. 

Page  4  3*     With  awful  horror  wt  behold 

n  immense  Alcides*  ttumsirous  mouU  : 
While  FenuSf  queen  ofioft  desires. 
Each  tender  gentler  thought  inspires^'j 
The  Hercules  of  the  Farnese  and  the  Venus  deMedidk 
ib.     Behold  nnth  thee  they  die  away^ 

To  Roman  ignorance  a  prey^"]  liv  the  ycarflf 
Rome  sw^i  the  Romans,  under  the  conduct  of  Paulm 
Aemilius,  in  the  second  Macedonian  war,  entire^ 
subdued  Greece,  and  led  Perseus  king  of  MacokNi 
in  triumph.  It  was  not  till  after  this  vidlory  that  the 
Romans  had  any  taste  for  the  fine  arts  ^ 
Graecia  captaferum  vidorem  cepit^  et  artes 
Intulit  agresti  Latioy  etc, 

Horace,  £pist..h  Lib.  ii. 
44.  Again  they  feel  the  fatal  blcmy 
jind  sink  beneath  the  Vandal  foe* 
In  the  eighteenth  yeai*  of  Honorius,  in  the  consulship 
of  Veranes  and  Tertullus,  Rome  was  besieged  and 
taken  by  the  Barbarians,  under  the  conduct  of  Godi- 
gisele,  king  of  the  Vandals. 

ib.     Alas  I  in  vain  she  strove  1'  assuage 

The  enthusiast  zealot* s  bigot  rage.  ]  Pope  Grejpory^ 
>\'ho  ordered  all  tlie  ancient  statues  and  paintings  to*  be 
destroy  d,  that  there  might  be  no  remains  of  iiratbeo« 
ism. 


I 
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45.  Whatever  the  poeCi  fancy  taught^ 
Or  imaged  to  his  wanton  thought:"] 

See  Homer's  description  of  the  gardens  of  Alcinous, 
Odyss.  vii.  V.  112. 

ib,     Wouldst  thou  mth  Innocence  reside^ 
Behold  the  temple's  modest  pride ;] 
The  Temple  of  Innocence,  and  Hermit's  Cell,  in  the 
.igardens  at  Goodwood. 

46.  Here  mafst  thou  weep  thy  favourite  Rome, 
Sad-sighing  o'er  each -martyr's  tomb/] 

The  Catacombs  at  Goodwood.  Those  in  the  Via 
Appia  near  Rome  are  generally  supposed  to  be  caves, 
where  the  primitive  christians  concealed  themselves 
from  their  persecutors,  and  interred  those  who  were 
martyrs  for  their  religion.  Mr.  Wright,  in  his  Travels 
through  Italy,  Vol.  J.  p*  357,  acquaints  us,  that  at  the 
mouth  of  some  of  the  niches  were  to  be  seen  small 
vials  like  lachrymatories  tinged  with  red,  which  they 
esteemed  an  indication  that  the  bodies  of  martyrs  were 
deposited  there. 

ib.     Or  wouldst  thou  nezoer  tifor Ids  survey y"] 
•Alluding  to  the  American  wood  at  Goodwood.  Ame- 
rica is,  from  the  late  discovery  of  it,  called  the  New 
World. 

47.  Fancy  such  raptures  shall  suggest ^ 
Lov'd  inmate  of  thy  ravished  breast ; 
Shall  point  where  wanton  zephyrs  stray^ 
And  o^r  th'  unruffled  ocean  play  ;] 

America  is  bounded  on  the  west  by  the  Pacific  Ocean, 
and  on  tiie  East  by  the  Atlantic^ 


NOTES 

ON 

ODES  OF  THE  SECOND  CLjiSS. 

ODE  xr. 

Page  102.  This  Ode  is  founded  upon  a  part  of 
Cresset's  sur  la  Mediocrite. 

Seduits  par  d*aveugles  idoles 

Du  Bonheur  j  fantomes  fri voles, 
Le  vulgalre  &  les  grands  ne  te  suivirent  pas  : 

Tu  n'  eus  pour  sujets  que  ses  sages 

Qui  doivent  restime  des  ages 
A  la  sagesse,  acquiesce  en  marchant  sur  tes  pas. 

Tu  vis  naitres  dans  tes  Retraites 

Ces  nobles  et  tendres  poetes, 
Dont  la  voix  n'eut  jamais  forme  de  sons  brillans. 

Si  le  fracas  de  la  fortune 

Ou  si  indigence  importune 
Eut  trouble  leur  silence,  ou  cache  leurs  talens. 

Mais  en  vain  tu  fuyois  la  glolre : 

La  renomme,  et  la  vidloire 
Vinrent  dans  tes  deserts  se  choisir  des  hcros, 

Mieux  formese  par  tes  loix  stoiqucs 

Aux  vertus,  aux  faits  heroiqucs 
Que  parmi  la  molesse,  et  V  orgueil  des  faisceaux. 
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Pour  Mara  tu  formois,  loin  dcs  villes 

Lc3  Fabrices,  etles  Camilles, 
£t  scs  sages  valnqueurS)  phllosophes  guerrlers 

Qui,  du  char  de  la  Didlature 

Descendant  a  Tagriculture, 
Sur  tcs  secrets  autels  rapportoient  leurs  lauriers. 

Trop  heureux,  Deite  paislbley 

Le  naortel  sagement  sensible. 
Qui  jamais  loin  de  tol  a  porte  ses  dcslrs. 

Par  sa  douse  melancholie 

Sauve  de  i^humaine  folle, 
Dans  la  vcrite  scul  11  cherche  ses  plalslrs. 

Ignore  de  la  multitude, 

Libre  de  tout  servitude, 
II  n*envta  jamais,  les  grands  biens,  les  gran  J  nomsi 

II  nMgnore  point  que  la  foudre 

A  plus  souvcnt  reduit  en  poudre 
Le  pin  de  monts  al tiers,  que  Tormeau  des  valons* 

Sourd  aux  censures  populaires 

II  ne  craint  point  les  yeux  vulgaires. 
Son  osil  perce  au-dela  deleur  foible  horison : 

Quelques  bruits  que  la  foule  en  seme, 

II  est  satisfait  de  lui-meme, 
S*il  a  scu  meriter  Taveu  de  la  raisont 

II  rit  du  sort,  quand  les  conquetes 

Promenent  de  teces  en  tetes 
Les  cottronncs  du  nord,  ou  celles  du  midl : 

Rien  n^altere  sa  paix  profonde, 

£t  les  derniers  instans  du  monde 
N*epouvanteroient  point  son  cceur  encor  hardi. 
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Amiticy  charmante  iminortelk> 

Tu  choisis  a  si  cceur  fidele 
Peu  d'amis  mais  conttansy  vertueux  cocBac  lui  s 

Tu  ne  cralns  point  que  la  caprice^ 

Qiie  IMnteret  les  desuniuc> 
Ou  Terse  sur  leurs  jours  les  poisoni  de  l^eniuii* 

Ami  des  frugales  dirmeurtSy 

Sommeil  pendant  les  sombres  beuresy 
Tu  repans  sur  ses  yeux  tes  songes  favoris  ] 

Ecartant  ces  songes  funebres 

Qui,  parmi  Teffroi  des  ten^bresy 
Vont  reveiller  les  grands  sous  les  riches  lam  bris* 

C*est  pour  ce  bonheur  legitime 

Qjie  lemodeste  Abdolomyms 
N^acceptoit  qu's^  regret  le  sceptre  de  Sidon  9 

Plus  libre  dans  un  sort  champetrey 

£t  plus  heureux  qu*il  ne  scfit  Pdtre 
Sur  le  trone  edatant  des  ayeux  de  Dii>om« 

C'est  par  ces  vertus  pacifiques 

Par  ces  plaisirs  philosophiquet 
Qiie  tu  scais,  cher  R»»*,  remplir  d^utiles  jours* 

Dans  se  Tivoli  solitaire, 

Ou  le  Ch£r  de  son  onde  claire 
Vient  a  Taimable  Loirs  associer  le  cours. 

Fidele  a  ce  sage  sisteme, 

La,  dans  Tetude  de  toi  meme, 
Chaque  soleil  te  voit  occuper  tes  loisirs} 

Dans  le  brillant  fracas  du  monde. 

Ton  nom,  ta  probite  profcnde 
T*ettt  donee  plus  d*eclat>  mais  moins  de  rrm  plaiain* 


NOTES 

ON 

ODES  OF  THE  THIRD  CLASS. 


RUNIC  ODES. 

To  these  Odes  Mr.  Mathias  has  prefixed  the  fol- 
lowing Advertisement : 

These  curious  remains  of  the  most  remote  Northern 
antiquity  are  taken  from  Bartholinusj  and  imitated 
from  the  originals,  in  the  manner  which  Mr.  Gray 
conceived  n\ost  adapted  to  transfuse  the  wild  spirit 
of  I  hose  incomparable  Norse  Odes,  The  Descent  ef 
Odin^  and  The  Fated  Sisters^  into  the  English 
language. 

The  literal  Latin  translation  of  the  two  first  Odes  is 
subjoined  for  the  satisfaction  of  those  who  may  not 
be  in  possession  of  the  book  from  which  they  are 
taken  ;  and  the  literal  prose  English  translation  of 
The  Dialogue  at  the  Tomb  of  Argantyty  is  printed  from 
Dr.  Hickes's  Thesaurus  Septentrionalis. 

To  this   Advertisement  was  subjoined   the  Sonnet 
annexed  ;  addressed  to  Mr.  Gray,  though  im)  more* 

Pardon  me,  Mighty  Poet,  that  1  turn 

My  daring  steps  to  thy  supreme  abode. 

And  tread  with  awe  the  solitary  road. 
To  deck  with  fancied  wreaths  thy  hallow'd  lUB* 
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Yety  as  I  ¥i*ander  thro*  this  dark  sojoumy 
Think  not  I  mean  with  low-engendcrM  praise 
Thy  name  to  sully,  or  profane  thy  lays  ; 

I  have  no  t bought s  that  brcatbe^  no  Affords  that  burn. 

But  hark,  what  voice  in  heavenly  accents  clear 
Bursts  from  yon  cloud,  that  glows  with  temperate  fire^ 

'*  Cease,  cease,  fond  youth,  to  drop  the  fruitless  tear» 
<*  Mute  tho'  the  raptures  of  his  full-strung  lyre : 

**  E'en  his  own  Kvarblhigiy  Icsund  on  bis  car% 
**  Lost  in  seraphic  harmony  expire," 

ODE  I*. 

Pagt  121.  Tht  Twilight  of  the  Gods,  in  the  North- 
ern Mythology,  is  that  Period  when  Lok,  the  Evil 
Being,  shall  break  liis  Confinement;  the  Human 
Race,  the  Stars,  and  the  Sun,  shall  disappear,  the 
Earth  sink  in  the  Seas,  and  Fire  consume  the  Skies  : 
even  Oain  himself,  and  all  his  kindred  Gods,  shall 
perish  f. 

The  foregoing  Ode  contains  a  Description  of  the 
Events  which,  according  to  this  dark  Mythology,  will 
precede  the  Destru(5lion  of  the  World. 

*Sce  BaktholikusJ^  Causi  contemptac  mcrtis  apud  Danos* 
Lib.  2.  C.  14. 

+  For  a  farther  Account  of  this  wild  and  curious  System  of 
Mythology,  see  Mr.  Mallet's  Introdudion  a  rHistcire  de  Dam^ 
HCf/u:rc,  or  rather  the  Translation  of  it,  by  the  present  Bishop 
of  Dromore,  entitled,  Northern  Ant tqultiei,  in  two  Volumes 
Svo. 


NOTBS.  171 

121.  Tmtr  hath  his  course  btgun^']  From  Ymir  were 
descended  all  the  families  of  the  giants.     £doa« 

ib.     Now^  in  many  a  glistWing  wreath^ 

Abovcy  around^  and  underneath^ 

The  Serpent  dread  of  dateless  birth^ 

Girds  the  devoted  globe  of  earth  ;] 
In  the  Edda,  a  serpent  is  supposed  to  surround  the 
earth. 

122.  While  the  Vessel^ s  floating  pride 
Stems  duration's  rounding  tide. ] 

In  the  poetry  of  the  North,  the  earth  is  stiled,  "  The 
«  vessel  that  floats  on  ages."  I  have  made  use  of 
this  paraphrase  for  the  Nagelfara^  or  ship  of  the  gods 
here  mentioned. 

ib.  an  evil  race,"]    The  Muspelli,  a 

sort  of  Genii. 

123.  From  the  regions  of  the  South 
Surtur  bursts  withjiery  mouth ;] 

The  Prince  of  the  Genii  of  Fire. 

ib.     Harbingers  ofHelas  reign  ;] 
The  Goddess  of  Death. 

124.  Mark  the  murdWous  monster  stalky"] 
The  wolf  Fenris,  by  whom  Odin  was  slain. 

J  25.     Garmar  foams  with  rage  and  shame  .*] 
Immediately  previous  to  the  destruction  of  the  world, 
the  Edda  supposes  that  the  Stygian  Dog,  named  Gar- 
mar,  will  be  unbound. 
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//  Jias  Been  thought  proper  to  subjoin  to  each  the  literal 
Translations  of  the  originals  of  this  and  the  two  aexf 
OdeSf  as  the  Boohs  whence  they  are  tahen  are  scarce* 

GREPUSCULUM  DEORUM, 

SEU 

iNTERITUS  MUNDl. 

BaX  THOL.  L.  II»  C»  14« 

Hrymr  ehr  austau,  Sec, 

Hrtm«h  (g^gas   quidam)  ab  Ante  lapidearum  habitrtjonni 

ortu  aurigat  \  ostiay 

Intumescit  mare  :  Lapideonira  meatuum  gnari ; 

Volutat  se  lormungandus  (an-  Nostin^  adhuc  quid  rei  geritur  ? 

guisterram  ambirecreditus) 
Furore  gigaiiteo.  Surtur  ab  austro  prodity 

Anguis  maria  movetj  Igne  comicante  j 

Aquila  vero  clangit,  Radiat  Solis  instar,  ensis 

Dilaniat  cadavera  lurido  rostro.  Deorum  bellaciufn. 
NaFgiar  (navis)  solvitur.  Saxa  ruinam  minantur; 

JFceminae  giganteae  vagantur; 

Navis  ab  ortu  venit;  £^!j*"5  ""^"S  *f^'*  * 

Adcrunt  MusDelli,  Diffinditur  Coelum. 

Per  mare  incoW  j  _                .    __,. 

Lokus  vero  gubernat.  ^  T""*'  ^^^'J**  ^^'"* 

Incedunt  turentcs  populi.  Dolor  secund us  j 

Cum  lupo  omnes  ;  Oiando  Odinus  prodit 

lUisc.  m  frater  ^d  dimicandum  cum  lupo} 

Beleipi  prodiu  Occisorquc  Bel«, 

Candidus  cum  surto : 

n  'A         '        J  n  •*     a  ^um  Friggae 

Q^id  novi  apud  Deos  geritur?  Cadct  maritus. 
V^id  apud  Oenios  r 
Fragore  personat  totus  gigan-      Tum  prodit  magnus 

tum  mundus.  pijj^g  Odini, 

Dii  m  foro  versantur :  Vidarus,  ut  pugnet 

Gemunt  nani  Cum  stragis  animali  (lupo. ) 


i«eT«s%  ff^ 


BbaaBaoBBSBaaisassaHr 


Curat  sobolis  gigsnteaB  Ante  Gufpense  antrum  f 

Insistere         ^  Rumpentur  Catenae^ 

Gladium  cordi  :  £c  proruet  lupus. 

Turn  patris  mortem  ulclscicuiv  Progreditar  passw  noveitt 

Fyorginac  proles, 

Turn  prodit  magnus  Tristis  ab  angue 

Filius  Lodinae  ;  Mala  faceie  Aon  timido. 

iBcedk  Odini  filius 
Ut  cum  lupo  (seu  fratre  lupi      Nigrescit  Sol : 

lormungando)  dimicet  f  Immergitut  mari  Tellus  t 

Magna  audacia  Dlsparescunt  e  Coelo 

Occidit  midgardicum  anguem>  Serenz  Stellar  : 
Viri  omnes  Saevit  ignis 

£  mundo  evacuabuntur*  Sub  saeculi  extremitatem  } 

Lambit  ascendens  flamma 

Latrat  Garmus  valde  Ipsum  Coelum. 


ODE  II. 

Page  126    For  the  ground  work  of  this,  as-  weff  as 
of  the  preceding  Ode,  see  Bartholin u a  ir  C«tfU 
contemptae  mortis  apnd  Danos,     Lib.  2.  c.  i^. 
ib.     **  Pour  the  sparkling  beverage  high ; 

•*  Be  the  song  with  horror  Jranght : 
**  LahWing  earthy  and  ruined  sky^ 
•*  Fix  the  soul  rn  solemn  thought.^ 
Alluding  tor  tkc  preceding  Ode. 

127.  "  C^din  next  inspire  the  verse^ 

"  Go9*d  by  the  relentless  Jang ;] 
Fenris,  by  whom  Odin  was  slain. 

ib.     '^  Umarchs  of  the  bleak  domain."] 
Amplum  ventosum  mundum.     Barthol. 

1 28.  the  dome  ofgoldy] 

Gimli,  the  Palace  of  the  Blest ;  called  otherwise  Via* 
golf,  che  PsAaicc  of  Friendship. 


I 


»74 


NOTES. 


128.     **  y«  Nastronda^s  northern  plain 

**  Harkf  tIC  envenom* d  portals  opt  .*] 
The  place  of  punishment  for  the  wicked. 


NOVI  MUNDI  EXORTUS. 

BARTHOLINUS  t7T  %tl* 

Ser  hon  vppkoma^  &c« 

ViDiT  ilia  cmergcrc  Domum  stare  videt 

Altera  vice  Sole  clarioreniy 

Terram  e  mail  Auro  tedlam 

Valde  viridem ;  In  Gimli  \ 

Labuntur  aquae  ;  Ibi  probl 

Supervolat  aquiia,  Populi  habitabunt> 

Quae  in  montibui  Yx  per  saecula 

Pisces  capit.  GauJio  fruentur. 


Conveniunt  Dii 
In  Idx  campc; 
£t  de  dirutis  habitaculis 
Validis  loquuntur: 
Ibique  mentionem  faciunt 
Magnorum  colloquioruni, 
Et  Odini 
Antiquorum  sermonum. 

**  Ibi  deinde 
**  Mirabilcs  orbes 
**  Deaurati  aleatorii 
**  In  gramine  invcnicntur, 
**  Quos  olim  possedcrant 
•*  Re^lor  deorum, 
**  Et  Odini  progsnies.'* 

Ferent  non  sati 
Agri  fruftum : 
Advers  quievis  ccsscnt : 
Aderit  Ba!deru£. 
Incolcnt  Balderus  et  Hodus 
Odini  dirutas  ledcs, 
Kenc  bcHaccs  Dii. 
Nostin'  adhuc  quid  rci  geritur? 


Turn  prodit  potens  illc, 
Instante  dlvino  judicioy 
Validus  c  supcrnis 
Qai  omnia  regit; 
Hjc  sentiam  fert, 
Et  causas  dirimity 
Sacra  fata  statu ity 
Qmx  durabunt* 

**  Advenit  suscus 
<*  Draco  volans, 
<*  Anguis  asper,  ab  imis 
**  Nidensibul  montibus; 
**  Fennissuis  fertur  j 
«  Pervolat  campum 
<*  Nidhoggus  mortuorum. 
*<  Nunc  illa  terra  absorbitur." 

Domum  stare  videt 
A  sole  remotam 
In  Nactronda ; 
Fores  boream  spe^ant ; 
Distillant  vc-neni  guttae 
Intro  per  fenestras  : 
riasc  contcxta  est  domus 


NOTES.  175 

•■  '- LiL-L-ji-i ! : ■      ■  ■   — .        ■    -       J     ■ 

Spinis  serpentinis*  "  Rodebat  ibi  Nidhoggu3  ca- 

davera ; 

Ibi  vadare  videt  **  Laniavit  lupus  viros;'* 

Rapida  fluenta  Nostin*  adhuc  quid  rei  geriturf 
Viros  perjuros, 

Etnefariosy  K.  B.  The  lines  marked  thus 
£t  qui  alterius  vellicant  '^  are  omitted  in  the  imita« 

Aurem  conjugis.  tion. 

ODE  III. 

For  the  original  of  this  Ode,  see  Hickes's  Thesaurus 
Septentrional,  Vol.  I. 

Metro  baud  multum  dissimili  carmina  sua  scrips! tScaldus  ille» 

au£lor  libri,  cui  titulus  Heevarer  Saga  (quem  edidit  cl« 

Glaus  Varelius)  ut  constat  ex  dialogo  illo  inter  Hervaram  et 

Argantyri  patris  sui  manes,  a  quo  ad  tumulum  stans,  ut  Tri« 

fingum  gladium  cum  eo  sepultum  daret^  rogat* 

Hervor. 

Wafnadu  Argantyr,  &c, 

HERVOR .  sedts,  unless  you  deliver  me  th6 

Awake,  Argantyr;    Hervor,  sword  which  the  dwarfs  made, 
the  only  daughter  of  thee  and  and  the  glorious  belt ! 
Suasu  doth  awaken  tliee.  Give  argantyr* 

me  out  of  the  tomb  the  hatd-  Daughter  Hervor,  full  of  spells 
ened  sword  which  the  dwarfs  to  raise  the  dead,  why  dost  thou 
made  for  Suafurlama.  Hervar-  call  so  ?  Wilt  thou  rjun  on  to 
dur,  Hiorvardur,  Hrani,  and  thy  own  mischief?  Th6u  art 
Argantyr,  with  helmet  and  coat  mad,  and  out  of  thy  senses,  who 
of  mail,  and  a  sharp  sword :  with  art  desperately  resolved  to  wake 
shield  and  accoutrements,  and  dead  men.  I  was  not  buried  ei- 
bloody  spear,  I  wake  you  all  un-  ther  by  father,  or  other  friends, 
der  the  roots  of  trees.  Are  the  Two  which  lived  after  me,  got 
sons  of  Andgrym,  who  delight-  Tirfing,  one  of  whom  is  now 
ed  in  mischief,  now  become  possessoi"  thereof, 
dust  and  ashes  ?  Can  none  of  hervor* 

Eyvor's  sons  now  speak  with  Thou  dost  not  tell  the  truth; 
me,  out  of  the  habitations  of  So  let  Odin  hide  thee  in  the 
the  dead  ?  Harvardur,  Hiorvar-  tomb,  as  thou  hast  Tirfing  by 
dur !  So  may  you  all  be  within  thee.  Art  thou  unwilling,  Ar- 
your  ribs,  as  a  thing  that  is  gantyr,  to  give  an  inheritance 
nanged  up  to  putrify  among  in-  to  thy  only  child  ? 


176 


NOTES* 


AI»OAl«TYI»« 

I  will  tell  thee,  Hervor>  what 
will  come  to  pass :  this  Tirfingy 
will,  if  thou  dost  believe  me^ 
dcbtri-y  alm«  stall  thy  offsprinK* 
ThoQ  shalt  have  a  son,  wfio  af- 
terwards must  possess  Tirfingy 
and  many  think  that  he  will  he 
called  Heidrek  by  the  people. 

HEHVol. 

I  do  by  enchantments  make, 
that  the  dead  shall  never  enjoy 
rest,  unless  Argantyr  deliver 
me  Tiffing. 

ARGANTYR. 

Young  maid,  1  say  thon  art 
of  manlike  courage,  who  dost 
rove  about  by  night  to  tombs, 
with  spear  engraved  with  ma- 
gical spells,  with  helmet,  and 
coat  ormail,  before  the  door  of 
our  hall. 

HKKVOR. 

I  took  thee  for  a  brave  man, 
before  I  found  out  your  hall. 
Give  me  out  of  the  tomb  the 
workmanship  of  the  dwarfs, 
which  hates  ail  coats  of  mail ; 
it  is  not  good  for  thee  to  hide  it. 

ARGANTYR. 

The  death  of  Hialmer  lies  un- 
der my  shoulders ;  it  is  all  wrapt 
op  in  fire  :  I  know  no  maid  m 
any  country,  that  dares  this 
sword  take  in  hand. 

HERVOR. 

I  shall  keep,  and  take  in  my 
hand  the  sharp  sword,  if  I  may 
obtain  it.  I  do  not  think  that 
fire  will  burn,  which  plays  a- 
bout  the  iight  of  d:  ceased  men. 

ARGANTYR. 

O  conceited  Hervor,  th  ju  art 
mad.  Rather  tlian  thou  in  a 
moment  shouluest  fall  into  the 
fire,  I  will  give  thee  the  sword 
out  cf  the  tumb,  young  maid, 

und  not  Lid'^  1.  frutr*  tUci. 

■r  — 


HCKTOK* 

Thou  dost  well,  thou  o^priu 
of  Heroes,  that  thou  didst  seai 
me  the  sword  out  of  the  took 
I  am  now  better  pleased,  0 
Prince  !  to  have  it,  than  if  I 
got  all  Norway. 

ARGANTTS* 

False  woman,  thou  dost  not 
ondersUnd,  that  thou  speakest 
foolishly  of  that  in  which  thoa 
dost  rejoice*  For  Tirfing  shall 
If  thou  wilt  believe  me,  maid, 
destroy  all  thy  ofi^ing. 

HERVOR. 

I  must  go  to  my  seamen,  ifeic 
I  have  no  mind  to  stay  longer. 
Little  do  1  care  O  Royal  Friend! 
what  my  sons  hereafter  quantl 
about. 

ARGANTYR. 

Take  and  keep  Hialmat*i 
bane,  which  thou  shalt  loflg 
have  and  enjoy.  Touch  but  die 
edges  of  it,  there  is  poison  in 
both  of  them :  it  is  a  most  crod 
devourer  of  men. 

HERTOR. 

I  shall  keep,  and  take  in  band, 
the  sharp  sword  which  tho« 
hast  let  me  have  :  I  do  not  fear, 
O  slain  Father  !  what  my  sons 
hereafter  may  quarrel  about. 

ARGANTYR. 

Farewell,    daughter!     I   do 

3uickly  ^ive  thee  twelve  men*s 
eath  ;  if  thou  canst  believe 
with  might  and  courage;  even 
all  the  goods  that  Andgrym*t 
sons  left  behind  them. 

HERVOR. 

Dwell  all  of  you  safe  in  the 
tomb.  I  must  begone  and  hast- 
en hence,  for  I  seem  to  be  in 
the  midst  of  a  place  iiidiere  fire 
bums  round  ahout  me. 

Hickei'i  Thesaurus  Septentri* 
w;oVw,"^T^\^  \*  ^agc  193. 
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CLASS  THE  THIRD 

CONTINUED. 


ODE  X. 

A 

friSH  TO  THE  NEW-TEAR. 


Supposed  to  have  been  written  \>y 

ELIJAH  FENTON,    1705, 


Janus  I  great  leader  of  the  rolling  year. 
Since  all  that's  past  no  vows  can  e'er  restore. 
But  joys  and  griefs  alike,  once  hurried  o'er, 

No  longer  now  deserves  a  smile  oriear : 
Close  the  fantastic  scenes — but  grace 
With  brightest  aspects  thy  fore-face. 

While  Time's  new  offspring  hasten  to  appear. 

With  lucky  omens  guide  the  coming  hours. 
Command  the  circling  Seasons  to  advance. 
And  form  their  renovated  dance. 

With  flowing  pleasures  fraught,  andblessM  by  friendly 
powers. 

Thy  month,  O  Janus !  gave  me  first  to  know 
A  mortal's  trifling  cares  below  : 
Vol.  XIV.  B 


t OD»«' OdeX. 

My  race  of  life  began  with  thee. 

Thus  far,  from  great  misfortunes  free. 
Contented,  I  my  lot  endure. 

Nor  Nature's  rigid  laws  arraign. 

Nor  spurn  at  common  ills  in  vain. 
Which  Folly  cannot  shun,  nor  wise  refie6Uon  cure. 

But,  oh  1— more  anxious  for  the  year  to  come, 
I  would  foreknow  my  future  doom. 

Then  tell  me,  Janus,  canst  thou  spy 

Events  that  yet  in  embryo  lie. 
For  me,  in  Time's  mysterious  womb  ? 
Tell  me — nor  shall  I  dread  to  hear 
A  thousand  accidents  severe ; 
IMl  fortify  my  soul  the  load  to  bear. 
If  love  rejected  add  not  to  its  weight. 
To  finish  me  in  woes,  and  crush  me  down  with  fate. 

But  if  the  Goddess,  in  whose  charming  eyes. 

More  clearly  written  than  in  Fate's  dark  book. 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  all  of  future  fortune  lies  j 

If  she  must  with  a  less  propitious  look 
Forbid  my  humble  sacrifice, 

Or  blast  me  with  a  killing  frown ; 
If,  Janus,  this  thou  sees't  in  store. 
Cut  short  my  mortal  thread,  and  now 
Take  back  the  gift  thou  didst  bestow  1 

Here  let  me  lay  my  burden  down. 
And  cease  to  love  in  vain,  and  be  a  wretch  no  more. 


ODE  XI.  

ON 

rHE  COMMENCEBdENT  OF 
THE  YEAR  MDCCXXXIX. 

BY  WILUAM  HAMILTON  OF  BANGOUR,  ESQj, 


Janus,  who,  with  sliding  pace, 

Run'st  a  never-ending  race. 

And  driv^st  about,  in  prone  career. 

The  whirling  circle  of  the  year. 

Kindly  indulge  a  little  stay, 

I  beg  but  one  swift  hour's  delay. 

O I  while  th'  important  minutes  wait. 

Let  me  revolve  the  books  of  fate; 

See  what  the  coming  year  intends 

To  me,  my  country,  kin,  and  friends. 

Then  mayst  thou  wing  thy  flight,  and  go^ 

To  scatter,  blindly,  joys  and  woe; 

Spread  dire  disease,  or  purest  health. 

And,  as  thou  list,  grant  place  or  wealth* 

This  hour,  with-held  by  potent  charms, 

Ev'n  Peace  shall  sleep  in  Pow'r's  mad  arms; 

Kings  feel  their  inward  torments  less. 

And  for  a  moment  wish  to  bless. 


ODES.  Oit  X* 

Life  now  presents  another  scene. 
The  same  strange  farce  to  zJEk.  again; 
Again  the  weary  human- play 'rs 
Advance,  and  take  their  several  shares  i 
Clodius  riotsy  Caesar  fights, 
Tully  pleads,  and  Maro  writes. 
Amnion's  fierce  son  controls  the  glob^ 
And  Harlequin  diverts  the  mob. 

To  Time's  dark  cave  the  year  retreats. 
These  hoaiy  unfrequented  seats; 
There  from  his  loaded  wing  he  lays 
The  months,  the  minutes,  hours,  and  daysf 
Then  flies,  the  seasons  in  his  train. 
To  compass  round  the  year  again. 

See  there,  in  various  heaps  combined. 
The  vast  designs  of  human  kind ; 
Whatever  sweli'd  the  statesman's  thought. 
The  mischiefs  mad  ambition  wrought. 
Public  revenge  and  hidden  guilt. 
The  blood  by  secret  murder  spilt. 
Friendships  to  sordid  interest  given. 
And  ill-match'd  hearts,  ne'er  paid  in  heav'n  ; 
What  Avarice,  to  crown  his  store. 
Stole  from  the  orphan  and  the  poor; 
Or  Luxury's  more  shameful  waste, 
Squandered  on  the  unthankful  feast. 
Ye  Kings,  and  guilty  great,  draw  near; 
Before  this  awiful  court  appear : 
Bare  to  the  Muse's  piercing  eye 
The  secrets  of  all  mortals  lie; 
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She,  strict  avenger,  brings  to  light 
Your  crimes  conceal'd  in  darkest  night  $ 
As  conscience,  to  her  trust  most  true, 
Shall  judge  between  th'  oppress'd  and  you. 

This  casket  shows,  ye  wretched  train» 
How  often  merit  su'd  in  vain. 
See,  there,  undry'd,  the  widow's  tears: 
See,  there,  unsoothM  the  orphan's  fears : 
Yet,  look,  what  mighty  sums  appear. 
The  vile  profusion  of  the  year. 
Couldst  thou  not,  impious  Greatness,  give 
The  smallest  alms  that  want  might  live  I 
And  yet,  how  many  a  large  repast, 
Paird  the  rich  glutton's  sickly  taste  I 
One  table's  vain  intemperate  load, 
With  ambush,  death,  and  sickness  strow'd. 
Had  blest  the  cottage  peaceful  shade. 
And  given  its  children  health  and  bread: 
The  rustic  sire,  and  faithful  spouse. 
With  each  dear  pledge  of  honest  vows. 
Had,  at  the  sober-tasted  meal, 
Repeated  oft  the  grateful  tale ; 
Had  hymn'd,  in  native  language  free. 
The  Song  of  thanks  to  Heaven  and  thee ; 
A  music  that  the  Great  ne'er  hear. 
Yet  sweeter  to  th*  internal  ear 
Than  any  soft  seducing  note 
E'er  thrilPd  from  Farinelli's  throat. 

Let's  still  search  on This  bundle's  large. 

What's  here }  'Tis  Science'  plaintive  charge. 
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Hear  Wisdom's  philosophic  sigfa 
(Negle6ted  all  her  treasures  lie). 
That  none  her  secret  haunts  explore. 
To  learn  what  Plato  taught  before ; 
Her  sons  seducM  to  turn  their  part» 
To  flattery's  more  thriving  arts; 
Refine  their  better  sense  away. 
And  join  corruption's  flag,  for  pay. 
See  his  reward  the  gamester  share. 
Who  painted  moral  virtue  fair, 
Inspir*d  the  nunds  of  generous  youth 
To  love  the  simple  mistress  Truth ; 
The  patient  path  distinctly  show'd. 
That  Rome  and  Greece  to  glory  trodei 
That  self- applause  is  noblest  fame. 
And  Kings  may  greatness  link  to  shame. 
While  honesty  is  no  disgrace. 
And  peace  can  smile  without  a  place. 
Hear  too  Astronomy  repine. 
Who  taught  unnumbered  worlds  to  shine; 
Who  travels  boundless  aether  thro* 
And  brings  the  distant  orbs  to  view. 
Can  she  her  broken  glass  repair, 
Tho'  A  v 'rice  has  her  all  to  spare } 
What  mighty  secrets  had  been  found, 
Could  Virtue  but  have  stole  five  pound  ? 
Yet  see  where,  given  to  wealth  and  pride, 
A  bulky  pension  lies  beside. 

Avaunt  then,  Riches  I  no  delay  ; 
I  spurn  th*  ignoble  heaps  away. 
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What  tho*  your  charms  caii  purchase  all 

The  giddy  honours  of  this  ball ; 

Make  natures  germans  all  divide. 

And  haughty  peers  renounce  their  pride; 

Can  buy  proud  Celia's  sordid  smile. 

Or,  ripe  for  fate,  this  destin'd  isle ; 

Tho'  Greatness  condestend  to  pray. 

Will  time  indulge  one  hour's  delay. 

Or  give  the  wretch,  intent  on  pelf. 

One  moment's  credit  with  himself  \ 

Virtue,  that  true  from  false  discerns. 

The  vulgar  courtly  phrase  unlearns, 

Superior  far  to  Fortune's  frown. 

Bestows  alone  the  stable  crown. 

The  wreath  from  honour's  root  that  springs^ 

That  fades  upon  the  brows  of  Kings. 


ODE  XII. 


TO 

CUPID 


ON   VALENTIWX*8   DAT* 


BY   MR.   PARROT. 


Come,  thou  rosy-dimpled  boy. 
Source  of  every  heart-felt  joy, 
Leave  the  blissful  bow'rs  awhile, 
Paphos  and  the  Cyprian  isle  : 
Visit  Britain's  rocky  shore, 
Britons  too  thy  pow'r  adore; 
Britons  hardy,  bold,  and  free. 
Own  thy  laws,  and  yield  to  thee. 
Source  of  every  heart- felt  joy. 
Come,  thou  rosy-dimpled  boy. 

Haste  to  Sylvia,  haste  away : 
This  is  thine,  and  Hymen's  day. 
Bid  her  thy  soft  bondage  wear, 
Bid  her  for  Love's  rites  prepare. 
Let  the  nymphs  with  many  a  flower 
Deck  the  sacred  nuptial  bower. 
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Thither  lead  the  lovely  Fair ; 
And  let  Hymen  too  be  there. 
This  is  thine,  and  Hymen's  day  : 
Haste  to  Sylvia,  haste  away. 

Only  while  we  love,  we  live  ; 
Love  alone  can  pleasure  give. 
Pomp  and  power,  and  tinsel  state. 
Those  false  pageants  of  the  great. 
Crowns  and  sceptres,  envied  things. 
And  the  pride  of  Eastern  kings, 
Are  but  childish  empty  toys. 
When  compared  to  Love's  sweet  joys. 
Love  alone  can  pleasure  give  : 
Only  while  we  love,  we  live. 


ODE  XTir, 


TO  VALENTINE, 

OH    THB   BKTVKM   OF    fPK  I]I6* 

BY  THE  REV.  SAMUEL  SAY. 


HailI  best  of  Bishops,  and  of  Saiots  the  best-; 
By  flaming  love  distinguished  from  the  rest ; 
By  Love,  the  life  in  heaven,  and  business  of  the  blest. 

Love  made  the  world  I  'Twas  love  alone  could  draw 
The  disagreeing  seeds  to  Nature's  law ; 
Heaven  saw  th'  efie6ls  of  Love,  andblessM  them  when  it 
saw. 

Hence,  mighty  Saint,thypower ;  deriv'd  from  Love, 
Thy  great  commission  reaches  all  above. 
And  earth  and  sea  beneath,  and  all  that  live  and  move. 

Thou  call'st  the  flowers :  they  feel  the  glad  com- 
mand ; 
On  sunny  banks  in  smiling  rows  they  stand. 
Broke  from  their  mother's  womb,  and  drest  by  Nature*i 
hand. 
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By  thee  the  birds  salute  the  welcome  Spring; 
InspirM  by  thee  and  Love,  in  pairs  they  sing : 
With  music  and  with  joy  the  woods  and  vallies  ring. 

Fierce  tigers  yield  to  thee.    To  hear  thy  voice. 
The  gentle  hind  and  rugged  bears  rejoice. 
And  fishes  scud  the  waves  to  meet  their  happy  choice. 

See,  see,  the  cheerful  mom  I  how  bright  it  shines! 
With  larger  steps  the  sun  his  course  reclines, 
As  conscious  of  thy  day,  and  favouring  thy  designs. 

All  wed  below,  and  he  above  would  wed ; 
The  youthful  Earth  has  drest  her  fragrant  bed. 
And  promises  her  shades  to  shroud  his  radiant  head. 

At  his  approach  the  storms  and  winter  fly ; 
The  joyful  bride  her  snowy  vest  lays  by, 
Nor  does,  untimely  coy,  her  naked  form  deny. 

Ah  1  could  thy  power  so  warm  Li^cretia*s  heart. 
And  make  the  winter  there  and  cold  depart. 
How  wouldst  thou  bless  a  wretch,  and  ease  his  raging 
smart  I 

Couldst  thou  but  make  her  soul  consent  with  mine. 
And  with  her  heart  her  answering  hands  to  join. 
For  thee  should  Phoebus  sing,  and  all  the  tuneful  Nine. 

While  I  in  annual  songs  thy  name  would  raise. 
Thy  day  should  stand  above  the  rest  of  days, 
All  lovers  bless  the  Saint,and  crown  my  head  with  baysl 
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OM 

THE  SPRING. 


Gentle  Zephyrs  come  away  I 

On  this  sweet,  this  silent  grove. 

Sacred  to  the  Muse  and  Love, 
In  softest-whisper*d  murmurs  play. 
Come,  let  thy  soft,  thy  balmy  breeze 

Diffuse  the  vernal  sweets  around 
From  sprouting  flowers  and  blossoin*d  trees; 

While  echoing  hills  and  vales  resound 
With  notes,  which  wing'd  Musicians  sing 
In  honour  to  the  bloom  of  Spring, 

Lovely  Season  of  desire  I 

Nature  smiles  with  joy  to  sec 

The  amorous  months  led  on  by  thee. 
That  kindly  wake  her  genial  fire. 
The  brightest  obje£l  in  the  skies. 

The  fairest  lights  that  shine  below. 
The  Sun  and  Myra's  charming  eyes, 

At  thy  return  more  charming  grow. 
With  double  glory  they  appear. 
To  warm  and  grace  the  infant  year. 


ODE  XV 

ON 

THE  ARRIVAL  OF  SPRING. 


BY  SAMUEL  JOHNSON,  LL.  D. 


Stern  Winter  now  by  Spring  repressed. 
Forbears  the  long- continued  strife^ 

And  Nature  on  her  naked  breast 
Delights  to  catch  the  gales  of  Life. 

Now,  o'er  the  rural  kingdom  roves 
Soft  Pleasure,  with  her  laughing  train. 

Love  warbles  in  the  vocal  groves, 
And  Vegetation  plants  the  plain. 

Unhappy  1  whom  to  beds  of  pain 

Arthritic  Tyranny  consigns, 
Whom  smiling  Nature  courts  in  vain, 

Tho*  Rapture  sings,  and  Beauty  shines^ 

Yet  tho*  my  limbs  Disease  invades, 

Her  wings  Imagination  tries. 
And  bears  me  to  the  peaceful  shades. 

Where  **'s  humble  turrets  rise. 
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Here  stop,  my  Soul,  thy  rapid  flight. 
Nor  from  the  pleasing  groves  depart. 

Where  first  great  Nature  charm'd  my  sight. 
Where  Wisdom  first  inform'd  my  heart. 

Here  let  me  thro'  the  vales  pursue 
A  guide,  a  father,  and  a  friend  ; 

Once  more  great  Nature's  work  renew. 
Once  more  on  Wisdom's  voice  attend. 

From  false  caresses,  causeless  strife. 
Wild  hope,  vain  fear,  alike  removM; 

Here  let  me  learn  the  use  of  life. 
When  best  enjoy'd,  when  most  improvM. 

Teach  me,  thou  venerable  bower. 

Cool  Meditation's  quiet  seat, 
The  generous  scorn  of  venal  power. 

The  silent  grandeur  of  retreat. 

When  Pride  by  guilt  to  greatness  climbs. 
Or  raging  Factions  rush  to  war ; 

Here  let  me  learn  to  shun  the  crimes 
I  can't  prevent,  and  will  not  share. 

But,  lest  I  fall  by  subtler  foes. 
Bright  Wisdom  teach  me  Curio's  art. 

The  swelling  passions  to  compose, 
And  quell  the  rebels  of  the  heart. 


ODE  XVI. 


ON 

SPRING. 


Y  WILLIAM  HAMILTON  OF  BANGOUR,  ESQ. 

Inunoftmlia  ne  •peres,  mooet  aBnu»~>— ~      HOR« 

Now  Spring  begins  her  smiling  round. 
Lavish  to  paint  th'  enamel'd  ground ; 
The  birds  exalt  their  cheerful  voice. 
And  gay  on  every  bough  rejoice. 
The  lovely  Graces,  hand  in  hand. 
Knit  in  Love's  eternal  band. 
With  dancing  step,  at  early  dawn. 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn ; 
Where'er  the  youthful  Sisters  move. 
They  fire  the  soul  to  genial  love. 
Nowy  by  the  river's  painted  side. 
The  swain  delights  his  country-bride : 
While,  pleas'd,  she  hears  his  artless  vows. 
Above  the  feather'd  songster  wooes. 
Soon  will  the  ripen'd  summer  yield 
Her  various  gifts  to  ev'ry  field  j 
Soon  fruitful  trees,  a  beauteous  show. 
With  ruby-tin6tur*d  births  shall  glow  | 
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Sweet  smells,  from  beds  of  liliet  boniy 
Perfume  the  breezes  of  the  mora* 
The  sunny  day,  and  dewy  oight^ 
To  rural  play  my  Fair  UTite  | 
Soft  on  a  bank  of  violets  laid^ 
Cool  she  enjoys  the  evening-shade  | 
The  sweets  of  summer  feast  her  eye  s 
Yet  soon,  ah  I  soon  will  Summer  fly. 

Attend,  my  lovely  Maid,  and  know 
To  profit  by  the  moral  show  % 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  art  seen^ 
Fresh  on  the  stalk  of  vivid  green ; 
Now  does  th'  unfolded  bud  disclose 
Full  blown  to  sight  the  blushing  rose : 
Yet,  once  the  sunny  season  past. 
Think  not  the  coz'ning  scene  will  last } 
Let  not  the  flatt'rer  Hope  persuade  s 
Ah  I  must  I  say  that  this  will  fade  \ 

For  see  the  Summer  posts  away^ 
Sad  emblem  of  our  own  decay  I 
Now  Winter,  from  the  frozen  North, 
Drives  his  iron  chariot  forth ; 
His  grisly  hand  in  icy  chains 
Fair  Tweda's  silver  flood  constrains : 
Cast  up  thy  eyes,  how  bleak  and  bare 
He  wanders  on  the  tops  of  Yare  I 
Behold  his  footsteps  dire  are  seen 
Confest  on  many  a  withering  green, 
Griev*d  at  the  sight,  when  thou  shalt  see, 
A  snowy  wreath  clothe  ev'ry  tree, 
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Frequenting  now  the  stream  no  more. 
Thou  fly'st,  displeas'd,  the  barren  shore. 
When  thou  shalt  miss  the  flow'rs  that  grew 
But  late  to  charm  thy  ravish'd  view. 
Shall  I,  ah  horrid !  wilt  thou  say. 
Be  like  to  this  another  day  ? 

Yet,  when  in  snow  and  dreary  frost 
The  pleasure  of  the  field  is  lost. 
To  blazing  hearths  at  home  we  run. 
And  fires  supply  the  distant  Siin, 
In  gay  delights  our  hours  employ. 
We  do  not  lose,  but  change  our  joy ; 
Happy,  abandon  ev'ry  care, 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  court  the  fair. 
To  turn  the  page  of  ancient  Bards, 
To  drain  the  bowl,  and  deal  the  cards. 
But  when  the  beauteous  white  and  red 
f'rom  the  pale  ashy  cheek  is  fled ; 
When  wrinkle?  dire,  and  Age  severe. 
Make  Beauty  fly  we  know  not  where: 
The  fair,  whom  Fates  unkind  disarm, 
Have  they  for  ever  ceas'd  to  charm } 
Or  is  there  left  some  pleasing  art, 
To  keep  secure  a  captive  heart  ? 

Unhappy  love  I  might  lovers  say, 
Beauty,  thy  food  doth  swift  decay ; 
When  once  that  short-liv'd  stock  is  spent. 
What  Art  thy  famine  can  prevent  ? 
Virtues  prepare  with  early  care. 
That  Love  may  live  on  Wisdom's  i^xc  % 
'.  XIV.  c 
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Tho'  ecstasy  with  beauty  flies. 
Esteem  is  bom  when  beauty  dies. 
Happy  to  H  horn  the  Pates  decree 
The  gift  of  heav'n  in  giving  thee ; 
Thy  beauty  shall  his  youth  engage  i 
Thy  virtue  shall  delight  his  age. 


ODE  XVU. 


WRITTEN 

IN  SPRING. 

AND  iXNT  TO  HIS  G&ACS 

DR.   THOMAS   HERRING, 

Arcbbittiop  ofCuterbuiy. 


BY  THB  REV.  FRANCIS  FAWKES^  M.A. 


Bright  God  of  day>  whose  genial  power 

Revives  the  buried  seed. 
That  spreads  with  foliage  every  boweri 

With  verdure  every  mead. 
Bid  all  thy  vernal  breezes  fly 
Diffusing  mildness  through  the  sky  y 
Give  the  soft  season  to  our  dropping  plains. 
Sprinkled  with  rosy  dews  and  salutary  rains. 

Enough  has  Winter's  hand  severe 
Hurl'd  all  his  terrors  round, 

Ghiird  the  fair  dawning  of  the  year. 
And  whiten'd  all  the  ground : 


to 
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Give  but  thy  vital  beams  to  play. 
The  frozen  scenes  will  melt  away  ;    ■ 
Andy  mix*d  in  sprightly  danco,  the  blooming  Hoiin 
Will  wake  the  drowsy  Spring,  and  Spring  awake  th^ 
flowers. 

Let  Health,  gay  daughter  of  the  skies. 

On  Zephyr's  wings  descend. 
And  scatter  pleasures  as  she  flies 

Where  Surrey's  downs  extend  ; 
There  Hex  king  wooes  her  friendly  power. 
There  may  she  all  her  roses  shower. 
To  heal  that  shepherd  all  her  balms  employ  t 
So  will  she  sooth  our  fears,  and  give  a  nation  joy. 

Ah  me !  that  Virtue's  godlike  friends 

So  soon  are  claim'd  by  Fate  I 
Lo  Pelham  to  the  grave  descends. 

The  bulwark  of  the  state  : 
When  will  fair  Truth  his  equal  find 
Among  the  best  of  human  kind  ? 
Long  be  the  ^tal  day  with  mourning  kept  t 
Augustus  sigh*d  sincere,  and  all  the  worthy  wept  I 

Thy  delegate,  kind  heaven,  restore 

To  health,  and  safely  keep ; 
Let  good  Augustus  sigh  no  more. 

No  more  the  worthy  weep  2 
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And  still  upon  the  royal  head 
iThe  riches  of  thy  blessings  shed ; 
Establish^  with  his  counsellors  around. 
Long  be  his  prosp*rous  reign,  and  all  with  glory 
crown*d. 


ODE  xviir. 


TO 

SPRING. 


BY  MISS  FERRER 

or  HUNTINGDON, 

SllfCK   MAttllD   TO  TRK   RKT.    1>R,   PSCXAIBf 

Matter  of  Magdalen  CoUcte,  CambrMfe. 


Hail,  genial  Goddessi  blooming  Spring  I 
Thy  blest  returA,  O  let  me  sing. 

And  aid  my  languid  lays  : 
Let  me  not  sink  in  sloth  supine 
While  all  creation  at  thy  shrine 

Its  annual  tribute  pays. 

Escap'd  from  Winter's  freezing  powef. 
Each  blossom  greets  thee,  and  each  flower } 

And  foremost  of  the  train. 
By  Nature  (artless  handmaid  I)  drest. 
The  snow-drop  comes  in  lily'd  vest. 

Prophetic  of  thy  reign. 

The  lark  now  strains  his  warbling  throat. 
While  every  loud  and  sprightly  note 
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Calls  Echo  from  h^r  cell. 
Be  wam'dy  ye  fiair,  that  listen  rotiiid) 
A  beauteous  maid  became  a  sound) 

A  maid  who  lov'd  too  well* 

The  bright- hair'd  sun  with  warmth  benign 
Bids  tree,  and  shrub,  and  swelling  vine 

Their  infant- buds  display : 
Again  the  streams  refresh  the  plains. 
Which  Winter  bounds  in  icy  chaihs. 

And  sparkling  bless  his  ray* 

Dfe-giving  Zephyrs  breathe  around. 
And  instant  glows  th'  enamelM  ground 

With  Nature's  vary'd  hues : 
Not  so  returns  our  youth  decayed, 
Alas  !  nor  air,  nor  sun,  nor  shade^ 

The  spring  of  life  renews. 

The  sun*s  too  quick- revolving  beam 
Will  soon  dissolve  the  humim  dream^ 

And  bring  th'  appointed  hour : 
Too  late  we  catch  his  parting  ray. 
And  mourn  the  idly-wasted  day 

No  longer  in  our  power. 

Then  happiest  he,  whose  lengthened  sight 
Pursues,  by  virtue's  constant  light. 
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A  hope  beyond  the  skies : 
Where  frowning  Winter  ne'er  shall  come^ 
But  rosy  Spring  for  ever  bloom. 

And  suns  eternal  rise* 
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ON 

THE  ARRIVAL  OF  SPRING. 


ADD11I8810 

TO  A  LADY  IN  LONDON. 


ST  MISS  CARTER. 


While  soft  through  water,  earth,  and  air^ 

The  vernal  spirits  rove, 
From  noisy  joys,  and  giddy  crowds 

To  rural  scenes  remove. 

The  mountain  snows  are  all  dissolv'dy 
And  hush'd  the  blust'ring  gale, 

While  fragrant  Zephyrs  gently  breathe 
Along  the  ttovery  vale. 

The  circling  planets'  constant  rounds 

The  wintry  wastes  repair, 
And  still  from  temporary  death 

Renew  the  verdant  year* 
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But  ah !  when  once  our  transient  bloonii 

The  spring  of  life^  is  o'er. 
That  rosy  season  takes  its  flighty 

And  must  return  no  more. 

Vet  judge  by  Reason's  sober  rules^ 

From  false  Opinion  free. 
And  mark  how  little  pilfering  years 

Can  steal  from  you  or  me. 

Each  moral  pleasure  of  the  hearty 

Each  smiling  charm  of  truth, 
Depends  not  on  the  giddy  aid 

Of  wild  inconstant 'youth. 

ihe  vain  coquet,  whose  empty  pride 

A  fading  face  supplies. 
May  justly  dread  the  wintry  gloom 

Where  all  its  glory  dies. 

Leave  such  a  ruin  to  deplore 

To  fading  forms  confin*d ; 
Nor  age,  nor  wrinkles,  discompose 

One  feature  of  the  mind. 

Amidst  the  universal  change. 

Unconscious  of  decay. 
It  views  unmovM  the  scythe  of  Time 

Sweep  all  besides  away. 
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Fix*d  on  its  own  eternal  frame 

Eternal  are  its  joys. 
While,  borne  on  transitory  wings^ 

Each  mortal  pleasure  flies. 

While  ev'ry  short-liv'd  flower  of  sense 

Destructive  years  consume. 
Through  friendship'is  fair  enchanting  walks 

Unfading  myrtles  bloom. 

Nor  with  the  narrow  bounds  of  time 

The  beauteous  prosper  ends. 
But  lengthened  through  the  vale  of  death 

To  Paradise  extends. 

-.,    — — _        ..f ..    Ill  1  ji  ijiijj  ■» ,  I « 


ODE  XX. 


TO 

MAY. 


BY  MISS  WHATELY, 

Afterward  Mrs.  Ouwell« 


Fairest  daughter  of  the  y^i** 
Ever  blooming,  lovely  May ; 

While  thy  vivid  skies  appear. 
Nature  smiles  and  all  is  gay* 

Thine  the  flowery-painted  mead^ 
Pasture  fair,  and  mountain  green  ; 

Thine,  with  infant- harvest  spread. 
Laughing  lies  the  lowland  scene* 

Friend  of  thine,  the  shepherd  plays 
Blithsome  near  the  yellow  broom. 

While  his  flock,  that  careless  strays. 
Seeks  the  wild-thyme's  sweet  perfume. 

May,  with  thee  I  mean  to  rove 
0*er  these  lawns  and  vallies  fair^ 

Tune  my  gentle  lyre  to  love. 
Cherish  hope|  and  soften  care* 


Ode  XX.  ODES.  89 

Round  me  shall  the  village  swains, 

Shall  the  rosy  nymphs  appear: 
While  I  sing,  in  rural  strains, 

May,  to  shepherds  ever  dear. 

I  had  never  skill  to  raise 

Paeans  from  the  vocal  strings. 
To  the  god-like  Hero*s  praise. 

To  the  pageant  pomp  of  Kings. 

Stranger  to  the  hostile  plains. 
Where  the  brazen  trumpet  sound ; 

Life's  purple  stream  the  verdure  st^^ins^ 
And  heaps  promiscuous  press  the  ground: 

Where  the  murderous  cannon's  breath 

F^te  denounces  from  afar. 
And  the  loud  report  of  death 

Stuns  the  cruel  ear  of  war. 

Stranger  to  the  park  and  play, 
Birth-night  balls,  and  courtly  trains ; 

Thee  I  woo,  my  gentle  M^y, 
Tune  for  thee  my  native  strains. 

Blooming  groves,  and  wandering  rills. 

Sooth  thy  vacant  poet's  dreams, 
Vocal  woods,  and  wilds,  and  hills. 

All  her  unexalted  themes. 


ODE  XXI. 


MIDSUMMER  ITISH. 


BY  SAMUEL  JOHNSON,   LL.  D. 


O  Phoebus  1  down  the  western  sky 
Far  hence  diflfuse  thy  burning  ray. 

Thy  light  to  distant  worlds  supply , 
And  wake  them  to  the  cares  of  day. 

Come,  gentle  Eve,  the  friend  of  Care, 
Come,  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  niglitl 

Refresh  me  with  a  cooling  breeze. 
And  cheer  me  with  a  lambent  light. 

Lay  me  where  o'er  the  verdant  ground 
Her  living  carpet  Nature  spreads ; 

Where  the  green  bower,  with  roses  crown'd. 
In  showers  its  fragrant  foliage  sheds. 

Improve  the  peaceful  hour  with  wine. 

Let  music  die  along  the  grove  ; 
Around  the  bowl  let  myrtles  twine. 

And  every  strain  be  lun'd  to  Love. 
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Come,  Stella,  queen  of  all  my  heart  1 
Come,  born  to  fill  its  vast  desires  1 

Thy  looks  perpetual  joys  impart, 
Thy  voice  perpetual  love  inspires. 

While,  all  my  wish  and  thine  complete. 
By  turns  we  languish,  and  we  burn, 

Let  sighing  gales  our  sighs  repeat. 
Our  murmurs  murmuring  brooks  return. 

Let  me,  when  Nature  calls  to  rest, 
And  blushing  skies  the  mom  foretel. 

Sink  on  thedown  of  Stella's  breast. 
And  bid  the  waking  world  farewell. 


ODE  XXII. 


AUTUMN. 


By  the  Same* 


Alas  t  with  swift  and  silent  pace 
Impatient  Time  rolls  on  the  year. 

The  Seasons  change,  and  Nature's  face 
Now  sweetly  smiles,  now  frowns  severe* 

*Twas  Spring,  'twas  Summer,  all  was  gay. 
Now  Autumn  bends  a  cloudy  brow. 

The  flowers  of  Spring  are  swept  away. 
And  Summer  fruits  desert  the  bough. 

The  verdant  leaves  that  play'd  on  high. 
And  wantoned  on  the  western  breeze. 

Now  trod  in  dust,  neglected  lie, 
As  Boreas  strips  the  bending  trees. 

The  fields  that  wav'd  with  golden  grain. 
As  russet  heaths  are  wild  and  bare  ; 

^ot  moist  with  dew,  but  drenchM  in  rain ; 
Nor  Health,  nor  Pleasure,  wanders  there. 
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No  more,  while  thro*  the  midnight  shade. 
Beneath  the  moon*s  pale  orb  I  strayi 

Soft  pleasing  woes  my  heart  invade, 
As  Progne  pours  the  melting  lay. 

From  this  capricious  clime  she  soars, 
0 1  would  some  God  but  wings  supply  I 

To  where  each  morn  the  Spring  restores, 
Companion  of  her  flight  I'd  fly. 

Vain  wish !  me  Fate  compels  to  bear 
The  downward  Season's  iron  reign. 

Compels  to  breathe  polluted  air. 
And  shiver  on  a  blasted  plain. 

What  bliss  to  life  can  Autumn  yield, 
If  glooms,  and  showers,  and  storms  prevail. 

And  Ceres  flies  the  naked  field. 
And  flowers,  and  fruits,  and  Phoebus  fail  \ 

Oh!  what  remains,  what  lingers  yet 
To  cheer  me  in  the  darkening  hour  ? 

The  Grape  remains  I   the  friend  of  Wit, 
In  Love  and  Mirth  of  mighty  power. 

Haste,  press  the  clusters,  fill  the  bowl— . 

Apollo !  shoot  thy  parting  ray ; 
This  gives  the  sunshine  of  the  soul, 

This,  God  of  Health,  and  Verse,  and  Day. 
W.  XIV,  D 
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Still,  still,  the  jocund  strain  shall  flow. 
The  pulse  with  vigorous  rapture  beat; 

My  Stella  with  new  charms  shall  glowj 
And  every  bliss  in  wine  shall  meet. 


ODE  xxiir. 


WRITTEN 

IN  AUTUMN. 

BY  THE  REV.  FRANCIS  FAWKES,  M.  A. 

Yet  once  more,  glorious  God  of  day. 

While  beams  thine  orb  serene, 
O  let  me  warbling  court  thy  stay. 

To  gild  the  fading  scene  I 
Thy  rays  invigorate  the  Spring, 
Bright  Summer  to  perfeftion  bring. 
The  cold,  inclement  days  of  Winter  cheer, 
And  make  th'  Autumnal  months  the  mildest  of  the  year* 

Ere  yet  the  russet  foliage  fall, 

I'll  climb  the  mountain's  brow. 
My  friend,  my  Hayman,  at  thy  call. 

To  view  the  scene  below : 
How  sweetly  pleasing  to  behold 
Forests  of  vegetable  gold  I 
How  mix'd  the  many-  chequerM  shades  between 
The  tawny  mellowing  hue,  and  the  gay  vivid  green  I 

How  splendid  all  the  sky  I  how  still  I 

How  mild  the  dying  gale  I 
How  soft  the  whispers  of  the  rill 

That  winds  along  the  dale  I 
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So  tranquil  Nature's  works  appear. 
It  seems  the  Sabbath  of  the  year ; 
As  ify  the  Summer's  Labour  past,  she  chose 
This  season's  sober  calm  for  blandishing  repose. 

Such  is,  of  well-spent  life  the  tune. 

When  busy  days  are  past, 
Man,  verging  gradual  from  his  prime. 

Meets  sacred  peace  at  last : 
His  flowery  Spring  of  pleasures  o'er. 
And  Summer's  full-blown  pride  no  more. 
He  gains  pacific  Autumn,  meek  and  bland. 
And  dauntless  braves  the  stroke  of  Winter's  palsy'd 
hand. 

For  yet  a  while,  a  little  while. 

Involved  in  wintry  gloom. 
And  lo  I  another  Spring  shall  smile, 

A  Spring  eternal  bloom ; 
Then  shall  he  shine,  a  glorious  guest. 
In  the  bright  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Where  due  rewards  on  Virtue  are  bestow'd. 
And  reap  the  golden  fruits  of  what  his  Autumn  sow'd. 


ODE  xxrv. 


ON 

AVrUMN. 

WRITTEN   IN    THI    TZAR    MDCCIXX* 
BY  MR.  C. 

t 

Adieu  the  pleasing  rural  scene, 
SequesterM  shades  and  meadows  green. 
The  field  thick  spread  with  sheaves  of  corn, 
The  walk  at  early  hour  of  morn. 

No  linnet's  salutary  song 
Soft  echoes  now  the  sprays  among: 
No  nightingale's  more  plaintive  strain 
Soothes  the  lone  peasant  on  the  plain. 

The  vales  their  cheerful  green  resign, 
And  on  their  stems  the  flowers  decline : 
No  more  we  wish  to  pass  the  hour 
Where  elms  and  lilacs  form  a  bower. 

And  see  the  swallows  leave  their  home. 
To  distant,  warmer  climes  they  roam ; 
Where  zephyrs  cool,  and  grateful  showers. 
Still  wake  the  fair  autumnal  flowers. 
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How  fade  the  glories  of  the  year  I 
They  bloom  awhile  and  disappear. 
And,  melancholy  truth,  fond  man! 
Thy  life's  a  flower,  thy  day's  a  span. 

Parent  of  all  1  tremendous  Power  I 
Whom  every  realm  and  tongue  adore. 
Whose  mandate  form'd  earth's  spacious  plaiiiy 
And  the  immeasurable  main ; 


Prostrate  before  thy  throne  we  bow. 
Author  of  circling  seasons  Thou  1 
O  hasten  happier  days,  and  brings 
One  Glorious,  One  Eternal  Spring. 


ODE  XXV. 


WINTER. 


BY  SAMUEL  JOHNSON,  LL.  D. 


No  more  the  morn  with  tepid  rays 
Unfolds  the  flower  of  various  hue ; 

Noon  spreads  no  more  the  genial  blaze. 
Nor  gpntle  eve  distils  the  dew. 

The  lingering  hours  prolong  the  nighf, 
Usurping  Darkness  shares  the  day. 

Her  mists  restrain  the  force  of  light, 
yynd  Phoebus  holds  a  doubtful  sway, 

By  gloomy  twilight  half  reveal'd, 
With  sighs  we  view  the  hoary  hill. 

The  leafless  wood,  the  naked  field, 
The  snow-tppt  cot,  the  frozen  rill. 

No  music  warbles  thro'  the  grove. 
No  vivid  colours  paint  the  plain; 

No  more  with  devious  steps  I  rove 
Thro*  verdant  paths  now  sought  in  vain« 
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Aloud  the  driving  tempest  roars, 

Congcal'dy  impetuous  showers  descend; 

Haste,  close  the  window,  bar  the  doors. 
Fate  leaves  me  Stella,  and  a  friend. 

In  Nature's  aid  let  Art  supply 
With  light  and  heat  my  little  sphere; 

Rouse,  rouse  the  fire,  and  pile  it  high. 
Light  up  a  constellation  here. 

Let  Music  sound  the  voice  of  joy  I 
Or  Mirth  repeat  the  jocund  tale  ; 

Let  Love  his  wanton  wiles  employ. 
And  o'er  the  Season  Wine  prevail. 

Yet  Time  Life's  dreary  Winter  brings. 
When  Mirth's  gay  tale  shall  please  no  morCi 

Nor  Music  charm,  tho*  Stella  sings. 
Nor  Love  nor  Wine  the  Spring  restore. 

Catch  then,  O I  catch  the  transient  hour. 
Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies; 

Life's  a  short  Summer,  man  a  flower. 
He  diesl  alas  I  how  soon  he  diesl 


ODE  XXVI. 


THE  WINTER'S  WALK. 


By  the  Same, 


Behold,  my  fair,  where'er  we  rove. 
What  dreary  prospers  round  us  rise ; 

The  naked  hill,  the  leafless  grove, 

The  hoary  ground,  the  frowning  skies  1 

Not  only  through  the  wasted  plain. 
Stern  ^Winter,  is  thy  force  confessed; 

Still  wider  spreads  thy  horrid  reign, 
I  feel  thy  power  usurp  my  breast. 

Enlivening  Hope  and  fond  desire 
Resign  the  heart  to  Spleen  and  Care ; 

Scarce  frighted  Love  maintains  her  fire. 
And  Rapture  saddens  to  Despair* 

In  groundless  hope,  and  causeless  fear 
Unhappy  man  1  behold  thy  doom. 

Still  changing  with  the  changeful  year. 
The  slave  of  sunshine  and  of  gloom. 

Tir'd  with  vain  joys,  and  false  alarms. 
With  mental  and  corporeal  strife ; 

Snatch  rae,  my  Stella,  to  thy  arms, 
And  screen  me  from  the  ills  of  Life. 


ODE  xxvir. 


TO 

MORNING. 


BY  MISS  PENNINGTON. 


Hail,  roseate  Morn!  returning  light  1 
To  thee  the  sable  Qjieen  of  Night 

Reluftant  yields  her  sway  5 
Andy  as  she  quits  the  dappled  skies^ 
On  glories  greater  glories  rise. 

To  greet  the  dawning  day. 

O'er  tufted  meads  gay  Flora  trips; 
Arabia's  spices  scent  her  lips ; 

Her  head  with  rose-buds  crown'd  j 
Mild  Zephyr  hastes  to  snatch  a  kiss. 
And,  fluttering  with  the  transient  bliss. 

Wafts  fragrance  all  around. 

The  dew-drops,  daughters  of  the  Morn, 
With  spangles  every  bush  adorn. 

And  all  the  broider*d  vales ; 
Their  voice  to  thee  the  linnets  raise. 
The  lark,  soft-trilling  in  thy  praise, 

Aurora,  rising,  hails  I 
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While  Nature  now,  in  lively  vest 
Of  glossy  green,  has  gaily  drest 

Each  tributary  plain ; 
While  blooming  flowers  and  blossom'd  trees^ 
Soft- waving  with  the  vernal  breeze. 

Exult  beneath  thy  reign  1 

Shall  I,  with  drowsy  poppies  crown'd. 
By  sleep  in  silken  fetters  bound. 

The  downy  God  obey  \ 
Ah,  no! — Through  yon  embowering  grove. 
Or  winding  valley,  let  me  rove. 

And  own  thy  cheerful  sway  I 

For  short-liv'd  arc  thy  pleasing  powers ; 
Pass  but  a  few  uncertain  hours. 

And  we  no  more  shall  trace 
Thy  dimpled  cheek  and  brow  serene; 
Or  clouds  may  gloom  the  smiling  scene. 

And  frowns  deform  thy  face. 

So  in  life's  youthful  bloomy  prime. 
We  sport  away  the  fleeting  time. 

Regardless  of  our  fate ; 
But,  by  some  unexpected  blow. 
Our  giddy  follies  we  shall  know. 

And  mourn  them  when  too  late  I 


ODE  XXVIII. 


TO 

MORNING. 


The  sprightly  messenger  of  day 
To  Heaven  ascending  tunes  the  lay 

That  wakes  the  blushing  mom  : 
Cheer'd  with  th*  inspiring  notes,  I  rise 
And  hail  the  power  whose  glad  supplies 

Th'  enliven'd  plains  adorn. 

Far  hence  retire,  O  Night  I  thy  praise. 
Majestic  queen  1  in  nobler  lays 

Already  has  been  sung : 
When  thine  own  spheres  expire,  thy  name. 
Secure  from  time,  shall  rise  in  fame, 

Immortaliz'd  by  Young. 

See,  while  I  speak,  Aurora  sheds 
Her  early  honours  o'er  the  meads. 

The  springing  valleys  smile  ; 
With  cheerful  heart  the  village-swain 
Renews  the  labours  of  the  plain. 

And  meets  the  accustomed  toil. 
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Day's  monarch  conies  to  bless  the  year, 
Wiog'd  zephyrs  wanton  round  his  car. 

Along  th'  aethereal  road ; 
Plenty  and  Health  attend  his  beams. 
And  Truth,  divinely  bright,  proclaims 

The  vi^t  of  the  God. 

Aw'd  by  the  view,  my  soul  reveres 

The  Great  First  Cause  that  bade  the  spheres 

In  tuneful  order  move ; 
Thine  is  the  sable-mantled  Night, 
Unseen  Almighty  I  and  the  Light 

The  radiance  of  thy  love. 

Hark  I  the  awaken'd  grove  repays 
With  melody  the  genial  rays, 

And  Echo  spreads  the  strain ; 
The  streams  in  grateful  murmurs  run^ 
The  bleating  flocks  salute  the  sun, 

And  music  glads  the  plain. 

While  Nature  thus  her  charms  displays. 
Let  me  enjoy  the  fragrant  breeze 

The  opening  flowers  diffuse  ; 
Temp'rance  and  Innocence  attend. 
These  are  your  haunts,  your  influence  lend. 

Associates  of  the  Muse  t 

Riot,  and  Guilt,  and  wasting  Care, 
And  fell  Revenge,  and  black  Despair, 
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Avoid  the  Morning's  light : 
Nor  beams  the  sun,  nor  blooms  the  rose. 
Their  restless  passions  to  compose^ 

Who  Virtue's  diftatcs  flight. 

Along  the  mead,  and  in  the  woody 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  flood 

1  he  Goddess  walks  confest : 
She  gives  the  landscape  power  to  chanui 
The  sun  his  genial  heat  to  warm 

The  ^^  ise  and  generous  breast. 

Happy  the  man  I  whose  tranquil  mind 
Sees  Nature  in  her  changes  kind. 

And  pleas'd  the  whole  surveys } 
For  him  the  morn  benignly  smiles. 
And  evening  shades  reward  the  toils 

That  measure  out  his  days. 

The  varying  year  may  shift  the  scene. 
The  sounding  tempest  lash  the  main. 

And  Heaven's  own  thunders  roll ; 
Calmly  he  views  the  bursting  storm. 
Tempests  nor  thunder  can  deform 

The  morning  of  his  soul. 
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■s 
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EVENING. 


TO 

STELLA. 


BY  SAMUEL  JOHNSON,  LL.  D. 


Evening  now,  from  purple  wings, 
Sheds  the  grateful  gifts  she  brings  j 
Brilliant  drops  bedeck  the  mead, 
Cooling  breezes  shake  the  reed ; 
Shake  the  reed,  and  curl  the  stream 
Silver'd  o'er  with  Cynthia's  beam ; 
Near  the  chequer'd,  lonely  grove. 
Hears  and  keeps  thy  secrets,  Love. 
Stella,  thither  let  us  stray! 
Lightly  o'er  the  dewy  way, 
Phoebus  drives  his  burning  car. 
Hence,  my  lovely  Stella,  far ; 
In  his  stead,  the  Qjieen  of  night 
Round  us  pours  a  lambent  light  \ 
Light,  that  serves  but  just  to  shew 
Breasts  that  beat,  and  cheeks  that  glow  i 
Let  us  now,  in  whisper'd  joy. 
Evening's  silent  hours  employ, 
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Silence  best  and  conscious  shades 
Please  the  hearts  that  Love  invades  ; 
Other  pleasures  give  them  pain. 
Lovers  all  but  Love  disdain. 


ODE  XXX. 


TO 

EVENING. 


BY  JOSEPH  WARTON,  D.  D« 


Hail  meek-ey'd  Maiden,  clad  in  sober  grey. 
Whose  soft  approach  the  wary  woodman  loves. 
As  homeward  bent  to  kiss  his  prattling  babes. 
He  jocund  whistles  thro'  the  twilight  groves. 

When  Phoebus  sinks  behind  the  gilded  hills, 
You  lightly  o'er  the  misty  meadows  walk. 
The  drooping  daisies  bathe  in  dulcet  dews. 
And  nurse  the  nodding  vi'let's  tender  stalk : 

The  panting  Dryads,  that  in  day's  fierce  heat. 
To  inmost  bowers  and  cooling  caverns  ran. 
Return  to  trip  in  wanton  evening-dance. 
Old  Sylvan  too  returns,  and  laughing  Pan. 

To  the  deep  wood  the  clamorous  rooks  repair. 
Light  skims  the  swallow  o*er  the  wat'ry  scene. 
And  from  the  sheep-cotes,  and  fresh-furrow'd  field, 
Stout  plowmen  meet  to  wrestle  on  the  green. 
VoL  XIV.  z 
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The  swain  that  artless  sings  on  yonder  rock. 
His  nibbling  sheep,  and  lengthened  shadow  spieS} 
PleasM  with  the  cool,  the  calm,  respectful  hoar, 
And  with  hoarse  hummings  of  unnumber'd  flies. 

Now  ev'ry  passion  sleeps ;  desponding  LovC| 
And  pining  Envy,  ever-restless  Pride  ; 
An  holy  calm  creeps  o'er  my  peaceful  soul^ 
Anger  and  mad  Ambition's  storms  subside. 

O  modest  Evening,  oft  let  me  appear 
A  wandering  votary  in  the  pensive  train» 
Usfning  to  every  wildly-warbling  throat 
That  fills  with  farewell  notes  the  dark'ning  pTaii* 


ODE  XXXI. 


To 

NIGHT. 

BY  MR.  PARROT. 


The  busy  cares  of  day  are  done ; 
In  yonder  western  cloud  the  sun 
Now  sets,  in  other  worlds  to  rise. 
And  glad  with  light  the  nether  skies. 
With  lingering  pace  the  parting  day  retires, 
And  slowly  leaves  the  mountain  tops^  and  gilded  spires. 

Yon  azure  cloud,  enrob*d  with  white. 
Still  shoots  a  gleam  of  fainter  light : 
At  length  descends  a  browner  shade : 
At  length  the  glimmVing  obje6ls  fade : 
'Till  all  submit  to  Night* s  impartial  reign. 
And  undistinguish'd  darkness  covers  all  the  plain. 

No  more  the  ivy- crowned  oak 
Resounds  beneath  the  woodman*s  stroke. 
Now  Silence  holds  her  solemn  sway  ; 
Mute  is  each  bush,  and  every  spray ; 
Nought  but  the  sound  of  murm'ring  rills  is  heard. 
Or,  from  the  mould'ring  tow'r,  Night's  solitary  bird. 
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Hail,  sacred  hour  of  peaceful  rest ! 
Of  pow'r  to  charm  the  troubled  breast  1 
By  thee  the  captive  slave  obtains 
Short  respite  from  his  galling  pains  ; 
Nor  sighs  for  liberty,  nor  native  soil ; 
But  for  a  while  forgets  his  chains,  and  sultry  toiL 

No  horrors  hast  thou  in  thy  train. 
No  scorpion  lash,  no  clanking  chain. 
When  the  pale  murd*rer  round  him  spies 
A  thousand  grisly  forms  arise. 
When  shrieks  and  groans  arouse  his  palsy M  fear, 
*Tis  guilt  alarms  his  soul|andconscience  wounds  hisear* 

The  village  swain  whom  Phillis  charms. 
Whose  breast  the  tender  passion  warmSy 
Wishes  for  thy  all-shadowing  veil. 
To  tell  the  fair  his  love-sick  tale : 
Nor  less  impatient  of  the  tedious  day, 
She  longs  to  hear  his  tale,  and  sigh  her  soul  away. 

Oft  by  the  covert  of  thy  shade 
Leander  woo'd  the  Thracian  maid  ; 
Through  foaming  seas  his  passion  bore. 
Nor  fear'd  the  ocean's  thund'ring  roan 
The  conscious  virgin  from  the  sea-  girt  tow'r 
Hung  out  the  faithful  torch,  to  guide  him  to  her  bow'r. 

Oft  at  tliy  silent  hour  the  sage 
Pores  on  the  fair  instru6live  page; 
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Or,  rapt  in  musings  deep,  his  soul 
Mounts  adtive  to  the  starry  pole : 
There,  pleas'd  to  range  the  realms  of  endless  night. 
Numbers  the  stars,  or  marks  the  comet's  devious  light. 

Thine  is  the  hour  of  converse  sweet, 
When  sprightly  wit  and  reason  meet ; 
Wit,  the  fair  blossom  of  the  mind. 
But  fairer  still  with  reason  join'd. 
Such  is  the  feast  thy  social  hours  afford. 
When  eloquehce  and  Granville  join  the  friendly 
board. 

Granville,  whose  polish'd  mind  is  fraught 
With  all  that  Rome  or  Greece  e'er  taught  j 
Who  pleases  and  instructs  the  ear. 
When  he  assumes  the  critic's  chair. 
Or  from  the  Stagyrite  or  Plato  draws 
The  arts  of  civil  life,  the  spirit  of  the  laws. 

O  let  me  often  thus  employ 
The  hour  of  mirth  and  social  joy  1 
And  glean  from  Granville's  learned  store 
Fair  science  and  true  wisdom's  lore. 
Then  will  I  still  implore  thy  longer  stay. 
Nor  change'thy  festive  hours  for  sunshine  and  the  day. 


.1 


ODES. 

CLASS  THE  FOURTH. 


u 


ODES. 


CLASS  THE  FOURTH. 


ODE  I. 

sssssssss^sa 


THE 

REVENGE  OF  AMERICA. 

BY  THE  REV.  JOSEPH  WARTON,  D.  D. 


When  fierce  Pisarro's  legions  flew 
O'er  ravag'd  fields  of  rich  Peru, 
Struck  with  his  bleeding  people's  woes, 
Old  India's  awful  Genius  rose. 
He  sat  on  Andes'  topmost  stone. 
And  heard  a  thousand  nations  groan; 
For  grief  his  feathery  crown  he  tore^ 
To  see  huge  Plata  foam  with  gore; 
He  broke  his  arrows,  stampt  the  ground^ 
To  view  his  cities  smoking  round. 

What  woes,  he  cry'd,  hath  lust  of  gold 
O'er  my  poor  country  widely  roll'd! 
Plunderers,  proceed  I  my  bowels  tear. 
But  ye  shall  meet  destrudlion  there; 
From  the  deep- vaulted  mine  shall  rise 
Th*  insatiate  fiend,  pale  Av'rice! 
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Whose  stq)s  shall  trembling  Justice  fly. 

Peace,  Order,  Law,  and  Amity  I 

I  see  all  Europe's  children  curst 

With  lucre's  universal  tliirst: 

The  rage  that  sleeps  my  sons  away 

My  baneful  ^oM  shall  well  repay. 


ODE  II. 


MONJ. 


BY  THE  REV.  R.  POLWHELE. 


*  Shroud — in  the  billowy  mist's  deep-bosoxn  shroud 

**  My  ravished  isle  1" — the  voice  was  vain! 
Mona !  mark  yon  kindling  cloud 
That  seems  to  fire  the  main : 

As  flashing  to  th*  incumbent  skies. 

Broad  the  hostile  flames  arise 

From  the  reverential  wood ; 

Red  its  central  gloom  with  blood  I 

Many  a  white-rob'd  Druid  hoar 
'  Totters  in  the  stream  of  gore ; 

Meets  the  falchion's  furious  blow  j 

Sinking,  execrates  the  foe  I 

Or,  across  the  Cromleh's  stone. 

Struggling,  gives  to  Death  a  groan  I 

Or,  within  the  circling  fane, 

Pours  his  dark  mysterious  strain  $ 

Or  grasps  his  shrine,  and  hails  the  strok^^ 

Stabbed  beneath  his  holy  oakl 

Yelling  while  the  maniac  maid 

Hurries  down  the  dimwood  gladej 
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And  uproots  her  bristling  hair. 
Paler  amid  the  ghastly  glare  1 

But  lo  1  the  scenes  of  other  days  are  fled  I 

Yet  mysterious  horror  fills 
The  long  scoop'd  dales  where  Druids  bled. 
And  deepens  the  dark  hills  I 

Through  the  tree-tufted  rock,  that  wide 

OpeS|  as  rent,  its  chasmy  side. 

Ivied  ruins  gleaming-grey, 

Mar  the  torrent's  foamy  way  I 

There  the  enthusiast  loves  to  dwell^ 

Lost  in  the  romantic  dell ; 

Tracing  temples,  abbey-walls, 

Shiver'd  arches,  castle -halls  ; 

Whether  the  sun  dart  his  light 

•Mid  the  branches  mossy. white; 

Or  the  star  of  eve,  aslaunt. 

Glimmer  on  the  spe6lre  haunt ; 

Oft  as  the  moon  light  echoes  round 

Add  their  store  of  mellow  sound 

To  the  crash  of  tumbling  heaps 

That  o'erbrow'd  the  craggy  steeps. 

To  each  murmur  of  the  cave. 

Fretted  by  many  a  restless  wave  I 
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SUBJECT  OF  POETRY. 

INSCRIBED  TO 

MR.  JOHN  HOME. 
BY  MR.  WILLIAM  COLLINS. 


HoME|  thou  return'stfrom  Thamesy  whose  Naiads  long 
Have  seen  thee  ling'ring  with  a  fond  delay. 
Mid  those  soft  Friends, whose  hearts  some  future  day 

Shall  melt,  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  song. 

Go,  not  unmindful  of  that  cordial  Youth 
Whom,  long endear'd,  thou  leav'stby  LavanCs^id^ti 

Together  let  us  wish  him  lasting  truth. 
And  joy  untainted  with  his  destin'd  bride. 

Go  1  nor  regardless,  while  these  numbers  boast 
My  short- liv'd  bliss,  forget  my  social  name; 

But  think,  far  off,  how,  on  the  Southern  coast, 
I  met  thy  friendship  with  an  equal  flame  I 
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Fresh  to  that  soil  thou  turn'st,  where  every  vale 
Shall  prompt  the  Poet,  and  his  song  demand: 

To  thee  thy  copious  subjects  ne'er  shall  fail ; 
Thou  need'st  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand. 

And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial  land,    j 


I 


There,  must  thou  wake  perforce  thy  Doric  quill ; 

'Tis  Fancy's  land  to  which  thou  sett'st  thy  feet; 

Where  still,  'tis  said,  the  Fairy  people  meet^ 
Beneath  each  birken  shade,  on  mead  or  hill. 
There,  each  trim  lass,  that  skims  the  milky  storc^ 

To  the  swart  tribes  their  creamy  bowl  allots ; 
By  night  they  sip  it  round  the  cottage-door» 

While  airy  minstrels  warble  jocund  notes. 
There,  ev'ry  herd,  by  sad  experience,  knows   ' 

How,  winged  with  Fate,  their  elf-shot  arrows  fly, 
When  the  sick  ewe  her  summer  food  foregoes. 

Or,  stretch*d  on  earth,  the  heart- smit  heifers  lie. 
Such  airy  beings  awe  th'  untutor'd  swain  : 

Nor  thou,  tho*  learn'd,  his  homelier  thoughts  neglefl; 
Let  thy  sweet  Muse  the  rural  faith  sustain ; 

These  are  the  themes  of  simple,  sure  eflfeft. 
That  add  new  conquest  to  her  boundless  reign. 

And  fill,  with  double  force,  her  heart- commanding 
strain^ 

Ev'n  yetpreserv'd,  how  often  may'st  thou  hear. 
Where  to  the  pole  the  Boreal  mountains  run. 
Taught  by  the  father,  to  his  list'ning  son  ; 

Strange  lays,whosepow'rhadcharmMaSrEN8ER'sear. 
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At  every  pause,  before  thy  mind  possest. 

Old  Runic  Bards  shall  seem  to  rise  around. 
With  uncouth  lyres,  in  many-colour'd  vest. 

Their  matted  hair  with  boughs  fantastic  crown*d  3 
Whether  thou  bid'st  the  welUtaughthind  repeat 

The  choi:al  djrge,  that  mourns  some  chieftain  brave. 
When  ev'ry  shrieking  maid  her  bosom  beat. 

And  strew'd  with  choicest  herbs  his  scented  grave ; 
Or  whether,  sitting  in  the  shepherd's  shiel, 

Thou  hear'st  some  sounding  tale  of  war*s  alarms; 
When  at  the  bugle's  call,  with  fire  and  steel. 

The  sturdy  clans  pour*d  forth  their  brawny  swarms. 
And  hostile  brothers  met,  to  prove  each  others  arms. 

'Tis  thine  to  sing,  how,  framing  hideous  spells. 

In  5>tyjlone  isle,  the  gifted  wizard-seer, 

Lodg'd  in  the  wintry  cave  with  Fate's  fell  spear; 
Or  in  the  depth  ofUtst's  dark  forest  dwells  t 
How  they,  whose  sight  such  dreary  dreams  engross. 

With  their  own  vision  oft  astonishM  droop. 
When,  o*er  the  wat'ry  strath,  or  quaggy  moss, 

Thay  see  the  gliding  ghosts  unbodied  troop. 
Or,  if  in  sports,  or  on  the  festive  green. 

Their  destinM  glance  some  fated  youth  descry. 
Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lusty  vigor  Sfcn, 

And  rosy  health  shall  soon  lamented  die. 
For  them  the  viewless  Forms  of  air  obey. 

Their  bidding  heed,  and  at  their  beck  repair ; 
They  know  what  Spirit  brews  the  stormfiil  day. 

And  heartless,  oft  like  moody  Madness,  stare 
To  see  the  phantom  Train  their  secret  work  prepare. 
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To  Monarchs  dear,  some  hundred  miles  astray. 
Oft  have  they  seen  Fate  give  the  fatal  blow  I 
The  seer,  in  Sky^  sliriekM  as  the  blood  did  flowy 

When  headless  Charles  warm  on  the  scafibld  lay  I 
As  Boreas  threw  \i\^  young  Aurora  forth. 
In  the  first  year  of  the  first  George^ s  reign,  | 

And  battles  rag'd  in  welkin  of  the  North,  ' 

They  niourn*d  in  air,  fell,  fell  Rebellion,  slain  1 

And  as,  of  late,  they  joy'd  in  PrestoiCs  fight. 
Saw,  at  sad  Falkirky  all  their  hopes  near  crown'dl 

They  rav*d!  divining,  thro' their  Second  Sights 
Pale,  red  Culloden,  where  these  hopes  were  drown'd! 

Illustrious  William!  Britain's  guardian  name  I 
One  William  sav'd  us  from  a  tyrant's  stroke  ; 

He,  for  a  sceptre,  gain'd  heroic  fame, 

But  thou,  more  glorious,  Slavery's  chain  hast  broke, 

To  reign  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  Freedom's  yoke! 

These,  too,  thou'lt  sing  I  for  well  thy  magic  Mase 

Can  to  the  topm..st  hcav'n  ofgrandeursoar! 

Or  stoop  to  v%ail  the  swain  that  is  no  more  I 
Ah,  homely  swains  1  your  homeward  steps  ne'er  lose; 
Let  not  dank  Will  mislead  you  to  the  heath : 

Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  lake. 
He  glows,  to  draw  you  downward  to  your  death 

In  his  bewitch'd,  low,  marshy,  willow  brake  I 
What  though  far  off,  from  some  dark  dell  espied 

His  glimm'ring  mazes  cheer  th*  excursive  sight 
Yet  turn,  yc  wand'rcrs,  turn  your  steps  aside. 

Nor  trust  the  guidance  of  that  faithless  light; 
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For  watchful,  lurking,  'imd  th'  unrustling  reed. 
At  those  mirk  hours  the  wily  monster  lies, 

And  listens  oft  to  hear  the  passing  steed, 

And  frequent  round  him  rolls  his  sullen  eyes. 

If  chance  his  savage  wrath  may  some  weak  wretch  sur* 
prise. 

Ah,  luckless  swain,  o'er  all  unblest,  indeed  I 

Whom  late  bewilder'd  in  the  dank,  dark  fen, 

Far  from  his  flocks,  and  smoking  hamlet,  then  I 
To  that  sad  spot  where  hums  the  sedgy  weed : 
On  him,  enrag'd,  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood. 

Shall  never  look  with  pity's  kind  concern. 
But  instant,  furious,  raise  the  whelming  flood 

O'er  its  drown'd  banks,  forbidding  all  return  I 
Or,  if  he  meditate  his  wish'd  escape. 

To  some  dim  hill  that  seems  uprising  near. 
To  his  faint  eye,  the  grim  and  grisly  shape. 

In  all  its  terrors  clad,  shall  wild  appear. 
Meantime  the  wat'ry  surge  shall  round  him  rise, 

Pour'd  sudden  forth  from  ev*ry  swelling  source  I 
What  now  remains  but  tears  and  hopeless  sighs? 

His  fear-shook  limbs  have  lost  their  youthful  force. 
And  down  the  waves  he  floats  a  pale  and  breathless 
corse  1 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wife  shall  wait, 
Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way ; 
For  him  in  vain  at  to- fall  of  the  day. 

His  babes  shall  linger  at  th'  unclosing  gate  1 
y^  XJK.  F 
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Ah,  ne'er  shall  he  return  I  Alone,  if  nighty 

Her  travell'd  limbs  in  broken  slumben  steep  I 
With  drooping  willows  drest,  his  moumfVil  sprite 

Shall  visit  sad,  perchance,  her  silent  sleep  : 
Then  he,  perhaps,  with  moist  and  wat*ry  hand. 

Shall  fondly  seem  to  press  her  shuddering  cheek| 
And  with  his  blue-swoln  face  before  her  stand,    ' 

And,  shiv'ring  cold,  these  piteous  accents  spaki 

*  Pursue,  dear  wife,  thy  daily  toils,  pursue, 

*  At  dawn  or  dusk,  industrious  as  before; 
<  Nor  e'er  of  me  one  helpless  thou^t  renew, 

*  While  I  lie  weltering  on  the  ozier*d  shore, 

*  Drown'd  by  the  Kelpie* s  wrath,  nor  e'er  shall  aid  tbee 

morel* 


Unbounded  is  thy  range ;  with  varied  skill 
Thy  Muse  may,  like  those  feath'ry  tribes  which 

spring 
From  their  rude  rocks,  extend  her  skirting  wing 

Round  the  moist  marge  of  each  cold  Hebrid  isle, 

To  that  hoar  pile  which  still  its  ruin  shows : 
In  whose  small  vaults  a  pigmy-folk  is  found. 

Whose  bones  the  delver  with  his  spade  upthrows, 

Andcullsthem,wond'ring,fromthehallow'dgroundl 
Or  thither,  where  beneath  the  showery  west. 

The  mighty  kings  of  three  fair  realms  are  laid: 
Once  foes,  perhaps,  together  now  they  rest. 

No  slaves  revere  them,  and  no  wars  invade: 
Yet  frequent  now,  at  midnight  solemn  hour. 
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The  rifted  mounds  their  yawning  cells  unfold. 
And  forth  the  Monarchs  stalk  with  sov'reign  pow'r. 

In  pageant  robes ;  and,  wreath'd  with  sheeny  gold. 
And  on  their  twilight  tombs  aerial  council  hold. 

But,  oh,  o'er  all,  forget  not  KUda^s  race. 

On  whose  bleak  rocks,  which  brave  the  wasting  tideSf 

Fair  Nature's  daughter,  Virtue,  yet  abides. 
Got  just,  as  they,  their  blameless  manners  trace! 
Then  to  my  ear  transmit  some  gentle  song. 

Of  those  whose  lives  are  yet  sincere  and  plain. 
Their  bounded  walks  the  rugged  cliffs  along. 

And  all  their  prospefl  but  the  wintry  main. 
With  sparing  temp'rance  at  the  needful  time. 

They  drain  the  scented  spring;  or,  hunger-prestf  ^ 
Along  xh*  jitlantio  rock,  undreading,  climb, 

And  of  its  eggs  despoil  the  SolarCs  nest. 
Thus,  blest  in  primal  innocence  they  live, 

Suffic'd  and  happy  with  that  frugal  fare 
Which  tasteful  toil  and  hourly  danger  give. 

Hard  is  their  shallow  soil,  and  bleak  and  bare; 
Nor  ever  vernal  bee  wa^  heard  to  murmur  there! 

Nor  need'st  thou  blush  that  such  false  themes  engs^ 

Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fairer  stores  pos&est ; 

For  not  alone  they  touch'd  the  village  breast. 
But  fill'd  in  elder  time  th'  historic  page. 
There,  SMAKSPiRE'sself,  with  ev'ry  garland  crown'd. 

Flew  to  those  fairy  climes  his  fancy  sheen, 
In  musing  hour ;  his  weird  sisters  found. 

And  with  their  terrors  drest  the  magic  scene.    * 
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From  them  he  sung,  when,  'mid  his  bold  design. 

Before  the  Scot^  afflidted,  and  aghast  1 
The  shadowy  kings  of  Banqiuf's  fated  line. 

Thro*  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  past. 
Proceed  1  nor  quit  the  tales  which,  simply  told. 

Could  once  so  well  my  answering  bosom  pierce | 
Proceed,  in  forceful  sounds,  and  colour  bold. 

The  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearse; 
To  such  adapt  thy  lyre,  and  suit  thy  pow'rfiil  verse. 

In  scenes  like  these,  which  daring  to  depart 

From  sober  Truth,  are  still  to  Nature  true. 

And  call  forth  fresh  delight  to  Fancy's  vie w^ 
Th'  heroic  Muse  employ'd  her  Tasso's  artl 
How  have  I  trembl'd,  when,  at  Tancred*s  stroke^ 

Its  gushing  blood  the  gaping  cypress  pour'dl 
When  each  live  plant  with  mortal  accents  spoke. 

And  the  wild  blast  upheav'd  the  vanished  sword  t 
How  have  I  sat,  when  pip'd  the  pensive  wind. 

To  hear  his  harp  by  British  Fairfax  strung  I 
Prevailing  Poet!  whose  undoubting  mind, 

Believ'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  sung  I 
Hence,  at  each  sound,  imagination  glows  1 

Hence,  at  each  pi6ture,  vivid  life  starts  herd 
Hence  his  warm  lay  with  softest  sweetness  flowsl 

Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murm*ring,  strong  and  clear. 
And  fills  th*  impassion*d  heart,  and  wins  th'  harmoni- 
ous ear ! 

All  hail,  ye  scenes  that  o'er  my  soul  prevail ! 
Ye  splendid  friths  and  lakes,  which,  for  away, 
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Are  by  smooth  Annan  fillMy  or  pastoral  T^ry, 
Or  Don's  romantic  springs,  at  distance,  hail  I 
The  time  shall  come,  when  I,  perhaps,  may  tread 

Your  lowly  glens,  o'erhung  with  spreading  broom; 
Or  o'er  your  stretching  heaths,  by  Fancy  led ; 

Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  awful  gloom  1 
Then  will  I  dress  once  more  the  faded  bow'r, 

Where  Jonson  sat  in  Drufnmond*s  classic  shade; 
Or  crop,  from  TiviotdaU^  each  lyric  flowV, 

And  mourn,  on  Yarrozo^s  banks,  where  WHly  *s  laid  t 
Meantime,  ye  Powers  that  on  the  plains  which  bore 

The  cordial  youth,  on  Lothian^s  plains,  attend  1 
Where'er  Ho  MB  dwells,  on  hill,  or  lowly  moor. 

To  him  I  lose,  your  kind  prote^on  lend. 
And,  touched  with  love  like  mine,  preserve  my  absent 
friend  I 


ODE  IV. 

TO 

THE  TIBER. 

WRITTEN  ABROAD, 
BY  WILLIAM  WHITEHEAD,  ESQ4. 

On  entering  the  Cunpania  of  Rome,  at  Otriooli,  1755. 

Hail,  sacred  Stream,  whose  waters  roll 

Immortal  through  the  classic  page  I 
To  Thee,  the  Muse-devoted  soul. 
Though  destia'd  to  a  later  age 
And  less  indulgent  climey  to  Thee^ 

Nor  thou  disdain,  in  runic  lays. 
Weak  mimic  of  true  harmony. 
His  grateful  homage  pays. 
Far  other  strains  thine  elder  ear 
With  pleas'd  attention  wont  to  hear. 
When  he,  who  strung  the  Latian  lyre. 
And  he,  who  led  th'  Aonian  quire 
From  Mantua's  reedy  lakes  with  osier's  crowfi'dy 
Taught  Echo  from  thy  banks  with  transport  to  resound. 
Thy  banks  ? — alas  1  is  this  the  boasted  scene, 

This  dreary,  wide,  uncultivated  plain. 
Where  sick'ning  Nature  wears  a  fainter  green. 
And  Desolation  spreads  her  torpid  reign } 
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Is  this  the  scene  where  Freedom  breath'd. 
Her  cppious  horn  where  Plenty  wreathM, 

And  Health  at  opening  day 
Bade  all  her  roseate  breezes  fly. 
To  wake  the  sons  of  Industry, 

And  make  their  fields  more  gay} 

lyhere  is  the  villa^s  rural  pride, 

The  swelling  dome's  imperial  gleam. 

Which  lov'd  to  grace  the  verdant  side. 

And  treir.ble  in  thy  golden  stream  > 

Where  are  the  bold,  the  busy  throngs. 

That  rusli'd  impatient  to  the  war. 
Or  tun*d  to  peace  triumphal  songs. 

And  hail'd  the  passing  car  ? 
Along  the  solitary  road. 
The  eternal  flint  by  Consuls  trod. 
We  muse,  and  mark  the  sad  decays 
Of  mighty  works,  and  mighty  days. 
For  these  vile  wastes,  we  cry,  had  Fate  decreed 
'hat  Veii's  sons  should  strive,  for  theseCamillus  bleed? 
Did  here,  in  after- times  of  Roman  pride. 

The  musing  shepherd  from  Sora6te's  height 
See  towns  extend  where'er  thy  waters  glide. 
And  temples  rise,  and  peopled  farms  unite  I 
They  did.    For  this  deserted  plain 
The  Hero  strove,  nor  strove  in  vainj 
And  here  the  shepherd  saw 
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Uonuinber'd  towns  and  temples  8prea,d 
While  Rome  majestic  rear*d  her  head. 
And  gave  the  nations  law. 

Yesy  Thou  and  Latium  once  wert  great. 

And  still,  ye  first  of  human  things. 
Beyond  the  grasp  of  time  or  fate 

Her  fame  and  thine  triumphant  springs. 
What  though  the  mould*ring  columns  fidl, 

And  strow  the  desert  earth  beneath. 
Though  ivy  round  each  nodding  wall 

Entwine  its  fatal  wreath. 
Yet  say,  can  Rhine  or  Danube  boast 
The  numerous  glories  thou  hast  lost  I 
Can  ev'n  Euphrates'  palmy  shore. 
Or  Nile,  with  all  his  mystic  lore. 
Produce  from  old  records  of  genuine  fame 
Such  heroes,  poets,  kings,  or  emulate  thy  name? 
Ev'n  now  the  Muse,  the  conscious  Muse  is  here; 

From  every  ruin's  formidable  shade 
Eternal  Music  breathes  on  Fancy's  ear. 

And  wakes  to  more  than  form  th*  illustrious  dead* 
Thy  Caesars,  Scipios,  Catos  rise. 
The  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise. 

In  solemn  state  advance  1 
They  fix  the  philosophic  eye, 
Or  trail  the  robe,  or  lift  on  high 
The  lightning  of  the  lance. 

But  chief  that  humbler  happier  train 
Who  knew  those  virtues  to  reward 
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Beyond  the  reach  of  chance  or  pain 
Secure,  th*  historian  and  the  bard* 
By  them  the  heroe*s  generous  rage 

Still  warm  in  youth  immortal  lives; 
And  in  their  adamantine  page 
Thy  glory  still  survives. 
Through  deep  Savannahs  wild  and  vast. 
Unheard,  unknown  through  ages  past. 
Beneath  the  sun's  dire6ter  beams 
What  copious  torrents  pour  their  streams  I 
No  fame  have  they,  no  fond  pretenqe  to  mourn. 
No  annals  swell  their  pride,  or  grace  their  storied  urn. 
Whilst  Thou,  with  Rome's  exalted  genius  join*d» 

Her  spear  yet  lifted,  and  her  corslet  brac'd. 
Canst  tell  the  waves,  canst  tell  the  passing  wind. 
Thy  wondrous  tale,  and  cheer  the  list'ning  waste* 
Though  from  his  caves  th*  unfeeling  North 
Pour'd  all  his  legionM  tempests  forth, 

Yet  still  thy  laurels  bloom : 
One  deathless  glory  still  remains. 
Thy  stream  ^  rollM  through  Latian  plains. 
Has  wash'd  the  walls  of  Rome. 


ODE  V. 

TO 

THE  TJRN. 

WIITTKN  AT 

MONTAUBAN  IN  FRANCE;  1750. 
STTHEREr.  JOSEPH  WART  ON,  D.D. 

Tarn,  how  delightful  wind  thy  willow'd  waveif 
But  aht  they  fru6lify  aland  of  slaves  I 
In  vain  thy  bare-foot,  sun-burnt  peasants  hide 
With  luscious  grapes  yon  hill's  romantic  side ; 
No  cups  neflareous  shall  their  toils  repay, 
The  priest's,  the  soldier's,  and  the  fermier*s  prey : 
Vain  glows  this  sun  in  cloudless  glory  drest. 
That  strikes  fresh  vigour  through  the  pining  breast; 
Give  me,  beneath  a  colder,  changeful  sky. 
My  souPs  best,  only  pleasure.  Liberty  1 
What  millions  perished  near  thy  mournful  flood 
When  the  red  papal  tyrant  cry'd  out — *  Blood  1' 
Less  fierce  the  Saracen,  and  quiver'd  Moor, 
That  dash*d  thy  infants  'gainst  the  stones  of  yore* 
Be  wam'd,  ye  nations  round;  and  trembling  see 
Dire  superstition  quench  humanity  1 
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By  all  the  chiefs  in  Freedom's  battles  lost; 

By  wise  and  virtuous  Alfred's  awful  ghost; 

By  old  Qalgacvs'  scythed,  iron  car. 

That,  swiftly  whirling  through  the  walks  of  war, 

Dash'd  Roman  bloodi,   and  crush'd  the  foreign 

throngs ; 
By  holy  Druids'  courage-breathing  songs ; 
By  fierce  Bondvca's  shield,  and  foaming  steeds ; 
By  the  bold  peers  that  met  on  Thames's  meads; 
By  the  fifth  Henry's  helm,  and  lightning  spear; 
O  Liberty,  my  warm  petition  hear ; 
Be  Albion  still  thy  joy !  with  her  remain. 
Long  as  the  surge  shall  lash  her  oak-crown'd  plain  t 


ODE  VI. 

TO 

THE  EDEN, 

A  1ITE&  IN  WKtTMO&UJUfO. 

Br  J.  LANGHORNE9  D.D* 


Delightful  Eden t  parent  stream. 

Yet  shall  the  maids  of  Mem*ry  say. 
When,  led  by  Fancy's  fairy  dream. 

My  young  steps  trac'd  thy  winding  way; 
How  oft  along  thy  mazy  shore. 
Where  slowly  wav'd  the  willows  hoar. 

In  pensive  thought  their  poet  stray'd  ; 
Or,  dozing  near  thy  meadow'd  side. 
Beheld  thy  dimply  waters  glide. 

Bright  through  the  trembling  shade. 

Yet  shall  they  paint  those  scenes  again. 
Where  once  with  infant -joy  he  play'd. 

And  bending  o'er  thy  liquid  plain. 
The  azure  worlds  below  surveyed  : 

Led  by  the  rosy-handed  Hours, 

When  Time  tript  o'er  that  bank  of  flowers^ 
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Which  in  thy  crystal  bosom  smii'd ; 
Though  old  the  God,  yet  light  and  gay. 
He  flung  his  glass,  his  scythe  away. 

And  seem'd  himself  a  child. 

The  poplar  tall,  that  waving  near 

Wou'd  whisper  to  thy  murmurs  free ; 
Yet  rustling  seems  to  sooth  mine  ear. 

And  trembles  when  I  sigh  for  thee. 
Yet  seated  on  thy  shelving  briray 
Can  Fancy  see  the  Naiads  trim 

Burnish  their  green  locks  in  the  sun; 
Or  at  the  last  lone  hour  of  day. 
To  chase  the  lightly  glancing  jay. 

In  airy  circles  run. 

But,  Fancy,  can  thy  mimic  power  :) 

Again  those  happy  moments  bring  ? 
Canst  thou  restore  that  golden  hour. 

When  young  Joy  wav*d  his  laughing  wing } 
When  first  in  £den*s  rosy  vale, 
My  full  heart  pour'd  the  lover's  tale. 

The  vow  sincere,  devoid  of  guile  1 
While  Delia  in  her  panting  breast. 
With  sighs,  the  tender  thought  supprest, 

And  look'd  as  angels  smile. 

O  Goddess  of  the  crystal  brow, 
That  dwell'st  the  golden  meads  among; 

Whose  streams  still  fair  in  memory  flow. 
Whose  murmurs  melodize  my  song  I 
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Ol  yet  those  gleams  of  joy  di8t>layy 
Which  bright*ning  glow*d  in  Fancy's  my^ 

When,  near  thy  ludd  urn  reclin*d. 
The  Dryad,  Nature,  bar'd  her  breast. 
And  left,  in  naked  charms  iuBprest, 

Her  image  on  my  mind. 

In  Tain— the  maids  of  Mem*ry  faur 

No  more  in  golden  ^sions  play  } 
No  friendship  smooths  the  brow  of  care. 

No  Delia's  smile  approves  my  lay. 
Yet  k>ve  and  firiendship  lost  to  me, 
'Us  yet  some  joy  to  think  of  thee. 

And  in  thy  breast  this  moral  find  i 
That  life,  though  stain'd  vrith  sorrow^  showerSy 
Shall  flow  serene,  while  Virtue  pours 

Her  sunshine  on  the  mind. 


ODE  vir. 


TO  A 

WATER  .  NYMPH. 


BY  THE  REV,  WILLIAM  MASON»  M.  A. 

Ye  green-hair'd  Nymphs  !  whom  Pan  allows 
To  tend  this  sweetly-solemn  Wood, 
To  speed  the  shooting  scions  into  boughs. 
And  call  the  roseate  blossoms  from  the  bud  % 
But  chief,  thou  Naiad,  wont  so  long  to  lead 
This  fluid  crystal  sparkling  as  it  flows ; 
Whither,  ah  t  whither  art  thou  fled  \ 
What  shade  is  conscious  to  thy  woes  \ 
Aht  'tis  yon  poplar's  awful  gloom; 
Poetic  eyes  can  pierce  the  scene. 
Can  see  thy  drooping  head,  thy  with'ring  bloom. 
See  grief  diffused  o'er  all  thy  languid  mien. 
Well  mayst  thou  wear  misfortune's  fainting  air. 
Well  rend  those  flow'ry  honours  from  thy  brow. 
Devolve  that  length  of  careless  hair. 
And  give  yon  azure  veil  to  flow 
Loose  to  the  wind*    For  ah  1  thy  pain 
The  pitying  Muse  can  well  relate : 
Ah  t  let  her,  plaintive,  pour  the  tend'rest  strain. 
To  teach  the  Echoes  thy  disastrous  fate. 
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*Twu  where  the  alder's  close-knit  shide  entwin'd 
(What  time  the  dog-star's  fires  intensdy  btun), 
'  In  gentlest  inddence  reclin'd^ 
Be»de  your  ever-trickling  urn 
You  slept  serene ;  all  free  from  fears. 
No  friendly  dream  foretold  your  harm^ 
When  sudden,  seel  the  tyrant  Art  appears 
To  snatch  the  liqiud  treasures  from  thy  arm* 
Art,  Gothic  Art,  has  seiz*d  thy  darling  Vase^     . 
That  Tase  which  silver-slipper*d  Thetis  gaTCf 
For  some  soft  story  told  with  grace^ 
Amid  th'  associates  of  the  wave ; 
When  in  sequestered  coral  vales. 
While  worlds  of  waters  roU'd  above. 
The  drcling  sea-nymphs  told  alternate  tales 
Of  fabled  changes,  and  of  slighted  love. 
Ahl  loss  too  justly  mournM  1  for  now  the  fiend 
Has  on  yon  shell-wrought  terras  pois*d  it  high. 
And  thence  he  bids  its  streams  descend. 
With  torturing  regularity ; 
From  step  to  step  with  sullen  sound 
The  forc*d  cascades  indignant  leap, 
'Till  pent  they  fill  the  bason's  measur*d  round. 
There  in  a  dull  stagnation  doom*d  to  sleep. 
Lost  is  the  vocal  pebble's  gurgling  song. 
The  rill  soft-dripping  from  its  rocky  springs 
No  free  meander  winds  along, 
Or  curls,  when  Zephyr  waves  his  wing. 
These  charms,  alas  1  are  now  no  more- 
Fortune,  oh  1  give  me  to  redeem 
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The  ravish'd  vase;  ohl  give  me  to  restore 
Its  pristine  honours  to  this  hapless  stream  1 
Then,  Nymph,  again,  with  ail  their  native  case. 
Thy  wanton  waters,  volatile  and  free. 
Shall  wildly  warble,  as  they  please. 
Their  soft  loquacious  harmony. 
Where'er  they  vagrant  choose  to  rove. 
There  will  I  lead,  not  force  their  way. 
Whether  to  gloom  beneath  the  shady  grove. 
Or  in  the  mead  reflefl  the  sparkling  ray. 
Not  Hag  let's  various  stream  shall  thine  surpass. 
Though  Nature,  and  her  Ltttleton  ordain 
That  there  the  Naiad  band  should  grace 
With  every  wat'ry  charm  the  plain  j 
That  there  the  frequent  rills  should  roll. 
And  health  to  every  flower  dispense. 
Free  as  their  master  pours  from  all  his  soul 
The  gen'rous  tide  of  warm  benevolence; 
Should  now  glide  sweetly  plaintive  through  the  vale 
In  melting  murmurs  querulously  slow ; 
Soft  as  that  roaster's  love-lorn  tale. 
When  Lucy  calls  forth  all  his  woe : 
Should  now  from  steepy  heights  descend, 
Deep  thund'ring  the  rough  rocks  among. 
Loud  as  the  praise  applauding  senates  lend. 
When  England's  cause  inspires  his  glowing  tongue. 
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PEDESTAL 

BENEATH  A  ROW  OP  ELMS  IN  A  MEADOW  NEAR 
RICHMOND  FERRY, 

Bdoocing  to  Richard  Owen  Cambridse,  Ktq.       wpt.  1760* 


Ye  green-hair'd  Nymphs !  whom  Pan  allows' 
To  guard  from  harm  these  favour'd  boughs  i 
Yc  blue-eyed  Naiads  of  the  stream, 
That  sooth  the  warm  poetic  dream ; 
Ye  elves  and  sprights,  that  thronging  round. 
When  midnight  darkens  all  the  ground. 
In  antic  measures  uncontroul'd. 
Your  fairy  sports  and  revels  hold. 
And  up  and  down,  where'er  ye  pass. 
With  many  a  ringlet  print  the  grass; 
If  e'er  the  bard  hath  haiPd  your  power 
At  morn's  grey  dawn,  or  evening  hour; 
If  e'er  by  moonlight  on  the  plain 
Your  ears  have  caught  th'  enraptur'd  strain  j 
From  every  floweret's  velvet  head, 
From  reverend  Thames's  oozy  bed. 
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From  these  moss'd  elms,  where,  prison'd  deep, 
Conceal'd  from  human  eyes,  ye  sleep. 
If  these  your  haunts  be  worth  your  care. 
Awake,  arise,  and  hear  my  prayer! 

O  banish  from  this  peaceful  plain 
The  perjur'd  nymph,  the  faithless  swain. 
The  stubborn  heart,  that  scorns  to  bow. 
And  harsh  rejefts  the  honest  vow : 
The  fop,  who  wounds  the  virgin's  ear, 
With  aught  that  sense  would  blush  to  hear. 
Or,  false  to  honour,  mean  and  vain, 
.  Defames  the  worth  he  cannot  stain : 
The  light  coquet,  with  various  art, 
Who  casts  her  net  for  every  heart. 
And  smiling  flatters  to  the  chase 
Alike  the  worthy  and  the  base : 
The  dame,  who,  proud  of  virtue's  praise. 
Is  happy  if  a  sister  strays. 
And,  conscious  of  unclouded  fame. 
Delighted,  spreads  the  tale  of  shame: 
But  far,  01  banishM  far  be  they. 

Who  hear,  unmov'd,  the  orphan's  cry. 
Who  see,  nor  wish  to  wipe  away. 

The  tear  that  swells  the  widow's  eye; 
Th'  unloving  man  whose  narrow  mind 
Disdains  to  feel  for  human-kind. 
At  others  bliss  whose  cheek  ne'er  glows. 
Whose  breast  ne'er  throbs  with  others  woes^ 
Whose  hoarded  sum  of  private  joys 
His  private  care  alone  destroys  i 
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Ye  functcaLttyoartpdhummdf 

And  guard  from  such  thii  haUowM  frouodl 

But  wdcomeaUt  whoMgh  with  Uutl^ 
Each  constant  mud  and  fiuthfbl  foutl^ 
Whom  mutual  love  alone  hath  joi&'df 
Sweet  union  of  the  willing  mind  I 
Hea^  ftair'd  in  heaven,  not  meanly  aoMp 
law-licencVi  proititutea  for  gold : 
And  welcome  thricey  and  thrice  again^ 
The  chosen  few,  the  worthy  tnin,  . 
Whose  steady  ieet,  untaught  to  stray. 
Still  tread  where  virtue  marks  the  way  i 
Whose  souls  no  thought,  whose  hands  have  known 
Ma  deed,  which  honour  might  not  own; 
Who,  torn  with  pain,  or  stung  withcare^ 

In  others  bliss  can  claim  a  part. 
And,  in  life's  brightest  hour  can  share 

Each  pang  that  wrings  another's  heart : 
Ye  guardian  spirits,  when  such  ye  see,  . 
Sweet  peace  be  theirs,  and  welcome  free! 
Clear  be  the  sky  from  clouds  or  showers! 
Green  be  the  turf,  and  fresh  the  flowers  I 

And  that  the  youth,  whose  pious  care 
Lays  on  your  shrine  this  honest  prayer. 
May,  with  the  rest,  admittance  gain. 
And  visit  oft  this  pleasant  scene. 
Let  all  who  love  the  Muse  attend  1 
Who  loves  the  Muse  is  virtue's  friend. 

Such  then  alone  may  venture  here, 
Who,  free  from  guilt,  are  free  from  fear; 
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urm^ ' ' '" 

Whose  wide  afFeftions  can  embrace 
The  whole  extent  of  human  race ; 
Whom  Virtue  and  her  friends  approve  \ 
Whom  Cambridge  and  the  Muses  love. 
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ODE  IX.           '   ' 

TO  THE 

Mr.  DR.  WALWTN, 


OH  Hit 

IVTIVDING  TO  CUT  DOWK  A  GKOVB  TO  SNLAftGI 

Hit  PROSPECT. 

Br  MISS  CARTER. 
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In  plaintive  sounds,  that  tunM  to  woe 

The  sadly-sighing  breeze, 
A  weeping  Hamadryad  mourn'd 

Her  fate-devoted  trees. 

Ah  1  stop  thy  sacrilegious  hand. 

Nor  violate  the  shade. 
Where  Nature  form'd  a  silent  haunt 

For  Contemplation's  aid. 

Canst  thou,  the  son  of  Science,  bred 

Where  learned  I  sis  flows, 
Forger  that,  nurs'd  in  sheltering  groves. 

The  Grecian  genius  rose  ? 
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Within  the  plantane's  spreading  shade. 

Immortal  Plato  taught ; 
And  fair  Lyceum  form*d  the  depth 

Of  Aristotle's  thought. 

To  Latian  groves  refleft  thy  views» 

And  bless  the  Tuscan  gloom ; 
Where  eloquence  deplor'd  the  fate 

Of  Liberty  and  Rome, 

Retir'd  beneath  the  beechen  sliade. 

From  each  inspiring  bough 
The  Muses  wove  th*  unfading  wreaths 

That  circled  Virgil's  brow. 

Refle6l  before  the  fatal  axe 
My  threaten'd  doom  has  wrought ; 

Nor  sacrifice  to  sensual  taste 
The  nobler  growth  of  thought. 

Not  all  the  glowing  fruits  that  blush 

On  India's  sunny  coast. 
Can  recompense  thee  for  the  worth 

Of  one  idea  lost. 

• 

My  shade  a  produce  may  supply. 

Unknown  to  solar  fire ; 
And  what  excludes  Apollo's  rays, 

Shall  harmonize  his  lyre. 


ODE  X, 

TO 

A  GENTLEMAN^ 

ON  HIS  PITCHING  A  TENT  IN  HIS  GARDEN. 


BT  fFILLIAM  WHITEHEAD^  ESS^^^ 

Ah  1  friendt  forbear,  nor  fright  the  fields 

With  hostile  scenes  of  imagM  war  $ 
Content  still  roves  the  blooming  wilds. 
And  sheds  her  mildest  influence  there : 
Ah  1  drive  not  the  sweet  wand'rer  from  her  seat| 
Nor  with  rude  arts  profane  her  latest  best  retreat. 

Are  there  not  bowers,  and  sylvan  scenes. 

By  Nature's  kind  luxuriance  wove  ? 
Has  Romely  lost  the  living  greens 

Which  erst  adorn*d  her  artless  grove  } 
Where  through  each  hallow 'd  haunt  the  poet  stray M, 
And  met  the  willing  Muse,  and  peopled  every  shade. 

But  now  no  bards  thy  woods  among, 

Shall  wait  th'  inspiring  Muse's  call ; 
For  though  to  mirth  and  festal  song 
Thy  choice  devotes  the  woven  wall, 
Yet  what  avails  that  all  be  peace  within. 
If  horrors  guard  the  gate,  and  scare  us  from  the  scene  \ 
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*Tis  true  of  old  the  patriarch  spread 

His  happier  tents  which  knew  not  war^ 
And  chang'd  at  will  the  trampled  mead 
For  fresher  greens  and  purer  air; 
But  long  has  man  forgot  such  simple  ways. 
Truth  unsuspecting  harm  I— the  dream  of  ancient  days. 

£v'n  he,  cut  off  from  human  kind, 

(Thy  neighb'ring  wretch)  the  child  of  Care, 
Who,  to  his  native  mines  confin'd, 
Nor  sees  the  sun,  nor  breathes  the  air, 
-   But  *midst  the  damps  and  darkness  of  earth*s  womb 
Drags  out  laborious  life,  and  scarcely  dreads  the  tomb ; 

Ev'n  he,  should  some  indulgent  chance 

Transport  him  to  thy  sylvan  reign. 
Would  eye  the  floating  veil  askance. 
And  hide  him  in  his  caves  again. 
While  dire  presage  in  every  breeze  that  blows 
Hears  shrieks  and  clashing  arms,  and  all  Germania's 
woes. 

And  doubt  not  thy  polluted  taste 

A  sudden  vengeance  shall  pursue ; 
Each  ^iry  form  we  whilom  trac'd 
Along  the  morn  or  evening  dew. 
Nymph,  Satyr,  Faun,  shall  vindicate  their  grove, 
Robb'd  of  its  genuine  charms,  and  hospitable  Jove. 

I  see,  alUarm'd  with  dews  unblest. 
Keen  frosts,  and  noisome  vapours  drear, 
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Already,  firom  the  bleak  north-east. 
The  Genius  of  the  wood  appear! 
^Fnr  other  office  once  his  prime  delight. 
To  mine  thy  saplings  tall,  and  heal  the  hanxis  of  nig^t. 

■ 

With  rin^ets' quaint  to  curl  thy  shade. 

To  bid  the  inse^  tribes  retire, 
To  guard  thy  walks  and  not  invade—- 
O  wherefore  then  provoke  his  ire } 
Alail  with  prayers,  with  tears  his  rage  repel, 
Wlule  yet  the  redd'ning  shoots  with  embryo-blossoms 
swell. 

Too  late  thou*lt  weep,  when  blights  deform 

The  fjurest  produce  of  the  year; 
Too  late  thou'lt  weep,  when  every  storm 
Shall  loudly  thunder  in  thy  ear, 
<  Thus,  thus  the  green- hair'd  Deities  maintain 
*  Their  own  eternal  rights,  and  Nature's  injur'd  reign.' 


ODE  XL 


WftlTTXN    UPON    LEAVING 

A  FRIEND'S  HOUSE  IN  WALES. 


BY  THE  REV,  DR.  MARKHAM, 

Kow  Archbishop  of  York. 


The  winds  were  Ipud,  the  clouds  deep-hungy 
And  dragg'd  their  sweepy  trains  along 

The  dreary  mountain*s  side ; 
When,  from  the  hill,  one  look  to  throw 
On  Towy*s  rambling  flood  below, 

I  turn'd  my  horse^and  sigh'd. 

But  soon  the  gusts  of  sleet  and  hail 
Flew  thick  across  the  darkened  vale, 

And  blurr'd  the  face  of  day  : 
Forlorn  and  sad,  I  jogg'd  along ; 
And  though  Tom  cry*d,  «  You're  going  wrong,* 

Still  wander'd  from  my  way. 

The  scenes,  which  once  my  fancy  took. 
And  my  awM  mind  with  wonder  struck 

PassM  unregarded  all ! 
Nor  black  Frecarris'  steepy  height, 
Nor  waste  Trecastle  gave  delight ; 

Nor  clamorous  Hondy's  fall. 
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Did  the  bleak  day  then  give  me  pain  ) 
The  driving  snow,  or  pelting  nun. 

Or  tky  with  tempests  fraiig^t  f 
No  I  theM  unheeded  ragM  around  s 
Nought  in  them  so  much  Mine  I  fbund^ 

At  cbdmM  one  wandering  thought. 

Far  other  cares  engross*d  my  mind. 
Cares  for  the  joys  I  left  behind 

In  Newton's  happy  groves  I 
Yet  not  because  its  woods  disclose 
Or  grots  or  lawns  more  sweet  than  those 

Which  Pan  at  noon-day  loves; 

But  that,  beside  its  social  hearth. 
Dwells  every  joy,  which  youthful  mirth| 

Or  serious  age  can  claim ; 
The  man  too  whom  my  soul  first  knew. 
To  virtue  and  to  honour  true ; 

And  friendship's  sacred  name. 

O  Newton,  could  these  pensive  lays, 
In  worthy  numbers  scan  thy  praise. 

Much  gratitude  would  say ; 
But  that  the  Muse,  ingenuous  maid, 
Oi flattery  seems  so  much  afraid, 

She'll  scarce  her  duty  pray. 


ODE  XTI. 


TO  THE 

HON.  WILMOr  FAUGHJN, 

NOW  EARL  or  LISBURNS)  IN  WALX8. 


BY  THE  REV.  FRANCIS  COVENTRY,  A.  M. 


Ye  distant  realms,  that  hold  my  friend 

Beneath  a  cold  ungenial  sky, 
Vhere  iab*ring  groves  with  weight  of  vapours  bend, 
)t  raving  winds  o'er  barren  mountains  fly  ; 
Lestore  him  quick  to  London's  social  clime, 
Lestore  him  quick  to  friendship,  love  and  joy ; 

Be  swift,  ye  lazy  steeds  of  Time, 

Ye  moments,  all  your  speed  employ. 

Behold  November's  glooms  arise. 

Pale  suns  with  fainter  glory  shine, 
)ark  gathering  tempests  blacken  in  the  skies, 
Vnd  shiv'ring  woods  their  sickly  leaves  resign. 
s  this  a  time  on  Cambrian  hills  to  roam,. 
To  court  disease  in  Winter's  baleful  reign. 

To  listen  to  th*  Atlantic  foam. 

While  rocks  repel  the  roaring  main. 

While  horror  fills  the  region  vast. 

Rheumatic  tortures  Bums  brings, 
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Fregnant  with  agues  6ies  the  northern  bbit»  ' 
And  clouds  drop  quartans  from  their  i^igging  iHnfk 
Dott  thou  explore  Sabrina*s  fountfiil  source^ 
Where  huge  Plinlimmon*s  hoary  height  ascends: 

Then  downward  mark  her  vagrant  course^ 

*Till  miz*d  with  clouds  the  landscape  ends  I 

Dost  thou  revere  the  hallow*d  soil 

Where  Druids  old  sepulchred  lie; 
Or  up  cold  Snowden*s  craggy  summits  toil^ 
And  muse  on  ancient  savage  liberty } 
111  suit  such  walks  with  bleak  autunmal  air. 
Say,  can  November  yield  the  joys  of  May  f 

When  Jove  deforms  the  blasted  year. 

Can  Wallia  boast  a  cheerful  day  i 

The  town  expedts  thee. — Hark,  around. 

Through  every  street  of  gay  resort. 
New  chariots  rattle  with  awak*ning  sound, 
And  crowd  the  levees,  and  besiege  the  court* 
The  patriot,  kindling  as  his  wars  ensue. 
Now  fires  his  soul  with  liberty  and  fame. 

Marshals  his  threat'ning  tropes  anew. 

And  gives  his  hoarded  thunders  aim. 

Now  seats  their  absent  lords  deplore. 

Neglected  villas  empty  stand, 
Capacious  Gro'venor  gathers  all  its  store. 
And  mighty  London  swallows  up  the  land. 
See  sportive  Vanity  her  flights  begin. 
See  new-blown  FoIly*s  plenteous  harvest  rise» 

See  mimic  beauties  dye  their  skin. 

And  harlots  roll  their  venal  eyes. 
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Fashions  are  set,  and  fops  return, 
And  young  coquettes  in  arms  appear ; 
Dreaming  of  conquest,  how  their  bosoms  bum, 
Trick'd  in  the  new  fantastry  of  the  year. 
Fly  then  away,  nor  scorn  to  bear  a  part 
In  this  gay  scene  of  folly  amply  spread :  * 
Follies  well  us*d  refine  the  heart, 
And  pleasures  clear  the  studious  head ; 
By  grateful  interchange  of  mirth 
The  toils  of  study  sweeter  grow. 
As  varying  seasons  recommend  the  earth. 
Nor  does  Apollo  always  bend  his  bow. 


ODE  XIII. 


ON  THB 

DUTCHESS  OF  MAZJRIIPs 

KXTIftlMG   INTO  A   CONTENT* 


BY  JOHN  LANGHORNE,   D.  D. 


Ye  holy  cares  that  haunt  these  lonely  cells. 
These  scenes  where  salutary  sadness  dwells  ; 
Ye  sighs  that  minute  the  slow  wasting  day. 
Ye  pale  regrets  that  wear  my  life  away ; 
O  bid  these  passions  for  the  world  depart. 
These  wild  desires,  and  vanity  of  heart  I 
Hide  every  trace  of  vice,  of  follies  past. 
And  yield  to  Heaven  the  vidlory  at  last. 

To  that  the  poor  remains  of  life  are  due, 
*Tis  Heaven  that  calls,  and  I  the  call  pursue. 
Lord  of  my  life,  my  future  cares  are  thine. 
My  love,  my  duty,  greet  thy  holy  shrine  : 
No  more  my  heart  to  vainer  hopes  I  give, 
But  live  for  thee,  whose  bounty  bids  mc  live. 

The  Power  that  gave  these  little  charms  their  grace. 
His  favours  bounded|  and  confin'd  their  space ; 
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Spite  of  those  charms  shall  time,  with  rude  essay. 
Tear  from  the  cheek  the  transient  rose  away ; 
But  the  free  mind,  ten  thousand  ages  past. 
Its  Maker's  form,  shall  with  its  Maker  last. 

Uncertain  objefls  still  our  hopes  employ ; 
Uncertain  all  that  bears  the  name  of  joy  I 
Of  all  that  feels  the  injuries  of  fate 
Uncertain  is  the  search^  and  short  the  date : 
Yet  ev'n  that  boon  what  thousands  wish  to  gain  ? 
That  boon  of  Death,  the  sad  resource  of  pain  I 

Once  on  my  path  all  fortune's  glory  fell^ 
Her  vain  magnificence,  and  courtly  swell : 
Love  touch'd  my  soul  at  least  with  soft  desires, 
And  Vanity  there  fed  her  meteor  fires. 
This  truth  at  last  the  mighty  scenes  let  fall, 
An  hour  of  Innocence  was  worth  them  all. 

Lord  of  my  life!  O  let  thy  sacred  ray 
Shine  o'er  my  heart,  and  break  its  clouds  away! 
Deluding,  fiatt'ring,  faithless  world  adieu  I 
Long  hast  thou  taught  me  God  is  only  true. 
That  God  alone  I  trust,  alone  adore. 
No  more  deluded,  and  misled  no  more. 

Come,sacFed  hour,  when  wav'ringdoubts  shall  cease  I 
Come,  holy  scenes  of  long  repose  and  peace  I 
Yet  shsdl  my  heart,  to  odier  interests  true, 
A  moBient  balance  *twixt  the  word  and  you  ? 
Voi.  XIV.  H 
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Of  pensive  nights,  of  long-reflc6ting  days. 
Be  yours,  at  last,  the  triumph  and  the  praise  I 

Great  gracious  Master!  whose  unbounded  sway. 
Felt  through  ten  thousand  worlds,those  worlds  obey, 
Wilt  thou  for  once  thy  awful  glories  shade, 
And  deign  t*  espouse  the  creature  thou  hast  made  ? 
All  other  ties  indignant  I  disclaim, 
Dishonour'd  those,  and  infamous  to  namel 

O  fatal  ties,  for  which  such  tears  I've  shed. 
For  which  the  pleasures  of  the  world  lay  dead  I 
That  world's  soft  pleasures  you  alone  disarm; 
That  world  without  you  still  might  have  its  charm. 
But  now  those  scenes  of  tempting  hope  I  close. 
And  seek  the  peaceful  studies  of  Repose ; 
Look  on  the  past  as  time  that  stole  away. 
And  beg  the  blessings  of  a  happier  day. 

Ye  gay  saloons,  ye  golden-v.ested  halls, 

Scenes  of  high  treats,  and  heart- bewitching  balls  I 

Dress,  figure,  splendor,  charms  of  play,  farewell. 

And  all  the  toilet's  science  to  excel : 

Ev'n  Love,  that  ambiish'd  in  tliis  beauteous  hair, 

No  more  shall  lie,  like  Indian  archers,  there. 

Go,  erring  Love  1  for  nobler  objects  given  I 

Go,  beauteous  hair,  a  sacrifice  to  Heaven  I 

Soon  shall  the  veil  these  glowing  features  hide. 
At  once  the  period  of  their  power  and  pride! 
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The  hapless  lover  shall  no  more  complain 
Of  vows  unheard,  or  unrewarded  pain ; 
While  calmly  sleep  in  each  untortur'd  breast 
My  secret  sorrow,  and  his  sighs  profest. 

Go,  flattering  train  t    and  slaves  to  me  no  morey 
With  the  same  sighs  some  happier  fair  adore  1 
Your  alter'd  faith,  I  blame  not,  nor  bewail        > 
And  haply  yet  (what  woman  is  not  frail  ?) 
Yet,  haply,  might  I  calmer  minutes  prove. 
If  he  that  lov'd  me  knew  no  other  love! 

Yet  were  that  ardor,  which  his  breast  inspired. 
By  charms  of  more  than  mortal  beauty  fir'd. 
What  nobler  pride  I  could  I  to  Heaven  resign 
The  zeal,  the  service  that  I  boasted  mine  I 
O  change  your  false  desires,  ye  flatt'ring  train  I 
And  love  me  pious,  whom  ye  love  profane  I 

These  long  adieus  with  lovers  doom'd  to  go^ 
Or  prove  their  merit,  or  my  weakness  shew ; 
But  Heaven,  to  such  soft  frailties  less  severe, 
May  spare  the  tribute  of  a  female  tear. 
May  yield  one  tender  moment  to  deplore 
Those  gentle  hearts  that  I  must  hold  no  more. 
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TO  A 

LJDTGOING  JBkOJD. 

Far,  from  me  my  T)elia  goes. 

And  all  my  pray^rs^  my  tears  are  vain; 
Mor  shall  I  know  one  hour^s  repose. 

Till  Delia  bless  these  eyes  again. 

Companion  of  the  wretched,  come, 
Fair  hope!  and  dwell  with  me  a  while; 

Thy  heavenly  presence  gilds  the  gloom. 
While  happier  scenes  in  prosper  smile. 

oh!  who  can  tell  what  time  may  do? 

How  all  my  sorrows  yet  may  end  \ 
Can  she  rejefl  a  love  so  true  ? 

Can  Delia  e*er  forsake  her  friend  I 

Unkind  and  nide  the  tlwm  is  seen, 
No  sign  of  future  sweetness  shows  ; 

But  time  calls  forth  its  lovely  green, 
And  spreads  the  blushes  of  the  rose. 
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Then  come,  fair  hope^  «nd  whisper  peacct 
Aq4  keep  the  happy  scenes  ia  vlcvr^ 

When  lUl  thcfe  cares  and  fears  shall  c««if e» 
/Vqd  Delia  bless  a  love  so  true, 

Hope,  sweet  deceiver,  still  believ^d^ 
)o  snercy  sent  to  sooth  our  care : 

Oh  I  tell  me  am  I  now  deceiv'd> 
And  wilt  thou  leave  mp  to  despair* 

Then  hear  ye  powers,  my  earnest  pray'r. 

This  pang  unutterable  save } 
Let  me  not  live  to  know  despair^ 

But  give  me  quiet  in  the  grav^e: 

Why  should  I  live  to  hate  the  light. 
Be  with  myself  at  constant  strife, 

And  drag  about,  in  nature's  spight. 
An  useless,  joyless  load  of  life  ? 

But  far  from  her  all  ills  remove. 
Your  favourite  care  let  Delia  be. 

Long  blest  in  friendship,  blest  in  love. 
And  may  she  never  think  on  me. 

But  if,  to  prove  my  love  sincere^ 

The  fates  a  while  this  trial  doom ; 
Then  aid  me,  hope,  my  woes  to  bear. 
Nor  leave  me  till  my  Delia  come. 
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Till  Delia  come  no  more  to  part. 
And  all  these  cares  and  fears  remove. 

Oh,  comel  relieve  this  widow'd  heart. 
Oh,  quickly  come  1  my  pride,  my  lovel 

My  Delia  come  I  whose  looks  beguile. 
Whose  smile  can  charm  my  cares  away  }^^ 

Oh  t  come  with  that  enchanting  smile, 
And  brighten  up  life's  wintry  day ; 

Oh,  come!  and  make  me  full  amends. 
For  all  my  cares,  my  fears,  my  pain;<*- 

Delia,  restore  me  to  my  friends. 
Restore  me  to  myself  again. 


ODE  XV. 


TO  THE 

GENIUS  OF  ITALT^ 

OCCASIONBO  BY 

THE  EARL  OF  CORKE's  GOING  ABROAD. 


BY  THE  REV.  J.  BUNCOMBE,  M.A. 


O  THOU  that,  on  a  pointless  spear  reclin'd. 
In  dusk  of  eve  oft  tak'st  thy  lonely  way 
Where  Tyber's  slow,  negledled  waters  stray. 

And  pour*st  thy  fruitless  sorrows  to  the  wind. 

Grieving  to  see  his  shore  no  more  the  seat 

Of  arts  and  arms,  and  liberty*s  retreat. 

Italia's  Genius,  rear  thy  drooping  head. 

Shake  off  thy  trance,  and  weave  an  olive  crown. 
For  see  I  a  noble  guest  appears,  well  known 

To  all  thy  worthies,  though  in  Britain  bred  ; 

Guard  well  thy  charge,  for  know,  our  polish'd  isle 

Relu6lant  spares  thee  such  a  son  as  Boyle. 

There,  while  their  sweets  thy  myrtle  groves  dispense. 
Lead  to  the  Sabine  or  the  Tuscan  plain, 
Where  playful  Horace  tun*d  his  amorous  strain. 

And  Tally  pour'd  the  stream  oi  tVoc^\^WL^\ 
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Nor  fidl  to  crown  him  with  that  ivy  blooin» 
Wluch  gnceful  mantlet  o'er  thy  Maro't  tomb* 

At  that  blest  spot,  from  Tulgar  cares  refin'd. 
In  some  soft  vision  or  indulgent  dream 
Insure  his  Ikncy  with  a  glorious  theme, 
And  point  new  subjects  to  his  generous  nund^ 
At  once  to  charm  his  country,  and  improve 
The  last|  the  youngest  objeft  of  lus  love. 

ItttOI  mark  well  his  transports  in  that  shade. 
Where,  circled  by  the  bay's  unfading  green. 
Amidst  a. rural  and  sequestered  scene 
Ks  much-lov*d  Pliny  rests  his  honour'd  head  \ 
There,  wrapt  in  silence,  will  he  gaze  around, 
And  strew  with  sweetest  flow'rs  the  hallow'd  ground.. 

But  see  1  the  sage,  to  mortal  view  confest. 
Thrice  waves  the  hand,  and  says,  or  seems  to  say, 
'  The  debt  I  owe  thee  how  shall  I  repay  \ 

•  Welcome  to  Latium's  shore,  illustrious  guest! 
«  Long  may*st  thou  live  to  grace  tliy  native  isle, 

•  Humane  in  thought,  and  elegant  in  style  1 

•  While  on  thy  consort  I  with  rapture  gaze, 
'  My  own  Calphurnia  rises  to  my  view  : 

*  That  bliss  unknown  but  to  the  virtuous  i^^^ 
<  £riton  1  is  thine  \  charm*d  with  domestic  praise. 
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<  Thine  are  those  heart- felt  joys  that  sweeten  life, 
«  The  son,  the  friend,  the  daughter,  and  the  wife/ 

Content  with  such  approof,  when  genial  Spring 
Bids  the  shnll  blackbird  whistle  in  the  vale. 
Home  may  he  hasten  with  a  prosperous  gale. 

And  Health  protect  him  with  her  fost'ring  wing; 

So  shall  Britannia  to  the  wind  and  sea 

Entrust  no  more  her  fav'rite  Ori.bi.y« 


ODE  XVT. 


TO  A 

GENTLEMAN 

UPON    BIS 

TRAVELS  THROUGH  ITALY. 


BY  THE  REV.  JOSEPH  WARTON,  D.D. 


While  I  with  fond  officious  care. 

For  You  my  chorded  shell  prepare, 
And  not  unmindful  frame  an  humble  lay. 

Where  shall  this  verse  my  Cynthio  find. 

What  scene  of  art  now  charms  your  mind. 
Say,  on  what  sacred  spot  of  Roman  ground  you  stray  I 

Perhaps  You  cull  each  valley's  bloom. 
To  strew  o'er  Virgil*s  laureird  tomb, 

Whence  oft  at  midnight  echoing  voices  sound  f 
For  at  that  hour  of  silence,  there 
The  shades  of  ancient  Eards  repair, 

To  join  in  choral  song  his  hallowed  urn  around* 

Or  wander  in  the  cooling  shade 

Of  Sabine  bow'rs,  where  Horace  stray'd. 
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And  oft  repeat  in  eager  thought  elate^ 
(As  round  in  classic  search  you  trace 
With  curious  eye  the  pleasing  place,) 

^  That  fount  he  lov'd,  and  there  beneath  that  hill  he 
sate.* 

How  longs  my  raptur*d  breast  with  you 

Great  Raphael's  magic  strokes  to  view. 
To  whose  blest  hand  each  charm  the  Graces  gave  1 

Whence  each  fair  form  with  beauty  glows. 

Like  that  of  Venus,  when  she  rose 
Naked  in  blushing  charms  from  Ocean's  hoary  wave. 

As  oft  by  roving  fancy  led 
■  To  smooth  Clitumnus^  banks  you  tread. 

What  awful  thoughts  his  fabled  waters  raise  I 
While  the  low-thoughted  swain,  whose  flock 
Grazes  around,  from  some  steep  rock 

With  vulgar  disregard  his  mazy  course  surveys^ 

Now  thro*  the  ruin'd  domes  my  Muse 
Your  steps  with  eager  flight  pursues, 

That  their  cleft  piles  on  Tyber's  plains  present. 
Among  whose  hollow-winding  cells 
Forlorn  and  wild  Rome's  Genius  dwells. 

His  golden  sceptre  broke,  and  purple  mantle  rent. 

Oft  to  those  mossy  mouldering  walls. 
Those  caverns  dark,  and  silent  halls, 
J>t  me  repair  by  midnight's  paly  fires; 


There  muie  on  Empire'*  fidlen  itatc^ 
And  frail  Ambitioo*!  hapleii  &te» 
While  more  than  morul  fhowghti  the  aoUani  Mae 
inepiiet* 
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What  lust  of  power  from  the  cold  North 

Cotikl  tempt  those  VandaUrobbMt  forth*  ' 
Fair  Italy,  thy  vine-clad  Tales  to  waate  I 

Whose  hands  pro&ne»  with  hostile  faladtft 

Thy  story'd  temples  daPd  invade. 
And  all  thy  Parian  seats  of  Attic  art  de&c*dft   • 

They,  weeping  Art  in  fetters  bound. 
And  gorM  her  breast  with  many  a  wound. 

And  veil*d  her  charms  in  clouds  of  thickest  night; 
Sad  Poesy,  much-injur'd  maid. 
They  drove  to  some  dim  convent*s  shade, 

And  quench'd  in  gloomy  mist  her  lamp's  resplendent 
light« 

There  long  she  wept,  to  darkness  doomed, 
'Till  Cosmo's  hand  her  light  re1um*d. 

That  once  again  in  lofty  Tasso  shone ; 

Since  has  sweet  Spenser  caught  her  fire. 
She  breath'd  once  more  in  Milton*s  lyre. 

And  warm*d  the  soul  divine  of  Shakspere,  Fancy'ssoa* 

Nor  she,  mild  queen,  will  cease  to  smile 
On  her  Britannia's  much-lov'd  isle. 
Where  these  her  best,  Vvet  C^vQutVx^  xS^xeft  weve  iiorfi. 
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While  Theron  warbles  Graecian  strains. 
Or  polishM  Dodington  remains^ 
The  drooping  train  of  Arts  to  cherish  and  adorn. 
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TOTMS 

HON.  CHARLES  TOWNSEND, 

At  tke  uahcnkjr. 
BY  WILLIAM  WHITEHEAD,  ESQ^ 


O  Ch  ARLifly  in  absence  hear  a  friend  compUdiit 
Whoknowsthoulov*8thimwhere8oe*erhegoei^ 
Yet  feels  uneasy  starts  of  idle  pain. 
And  often  would  be  told  the  thing  he  knoirs. 
Why  then,  thou  loiterer,  fleets  the  silent  year^ 
How  dar*8t  thou  give  a  friend  unnecessary  fear } 

We  are  not  now  beside  that  osier'd  stream. 

Where  erst  we  wanderM,  thoughtless  of  the  ways 
We  do  not  now  of  distant  ages  dream, 

And  cheat  in  converse  half  the  ling'ring  day ; 
No  fancied  heroes  rise  at  our  command, 
And  no  Timoleon  weeps,  and  bleeds  no  Thbban 
band. 

Yet  why  complain }  thou  feel'st  no  want  like  these. 
From  me,  'tis  true,  but  me  alone  debarr'd. 

Thou  still  in  Granta*s  shades  enjoy'st  at  ease 
The  books  we  reverenc'd,  and  the  friends  we 
shared ; 
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Nor  seest  without  such  aids  the.  day  decline, 
or  think'st  how  much  their  loss  has  added  weight  to 
thine. 

Truth's  genuine  voice,  the  freely-opening  mind. 
Are  thine,  are  friendship's,  and  retirement's  lot ; 
To  conversation  is  the  world  confin'd. 

Friends  of  an  hour,  who  please  and  are  forgot ; 
And  int'rest  stains,  and  vanity  controls 
he  pure  unsullied  thoughts,  and  sallies  of  our  souls* 

O I  remember,  and  with  pride  repeat 

The  rapid  progress  which  our  friendship  knew  I 
Even  at  the  first  with  willing  minds  we  met, 
.  And  ere  the  root  was  fix'd  the  branches  grew* 
In  vain  had  fortune  plac*d  her  weak  barrier, 
!lear  was  thy  breast  from  pride,  and  mine  from  servile 
fear. 

I  saw  thee  gen'rous,  and  with  joy  can  say, 

My  education  rose  above  my  birth. 
Thanks  to  those  parent  shades,  on  whose  cold  clay 
Fall  fast  my  tears,  and  lightly  lie  the  earth  I 
To  them  I  owe  whate'er  I  dare  pretend, 
'hou  saw'st  with  partial  eyes,  and  bade  me  call  thee 
friend. 

Let  others  meanly  heap  the  treasured  store. 
And  awkward  fondness  cares  on  cares  employ 

To  leave  a  race  more  exquisitely  poor, 
Possess'd  of  riches  which  they  ne'er  enjoy: 
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He*ft  only  kiad  who  takes  the  noble  way 
T*  UMbiml  the  spriags  of  thought,  and  give  them  powV 
to  play. 

His  hetre  shall  Mess  him»  and  lookdown  with  acorn 
On  vulgar  pride  firoaa  vaunted  heroes  sprung; 
LoiaIs  of  themselves,  thank  heaven  that  they  were 
born 
Above  the  sordid  miser^  glitPring  dung. 
Above  the  servile  grandeur  of  a  throne. 
Kor  they  are  Nature's  heirs,  and  all  her  works  their 
own. 


ODE  xviri. 

THE 

JCADEMIC. 


WRITTEN   APRIL   M  D  CC  LV. 

At  the  time  of  the  establishment  of  Classical  Prizes,  and  building  the  new  Public 

Library. 

BY  SIR  JAMES  MARRIOT,  BART. 


While  silent  streams  the  moss-grown  turrets  lave^ 
Cam,  on  thy  banks  with  pensive  steps  I  tread; 

The  dipping  osiers  kiss  thy  passing  wave. 

And  evening  shadows  o'er  the  plains  are  spread* 

Frow  restless  eye  of  painful  Care^ 

To  thy  secluded  grot  I  fly, 
Where  Fancy's  sweetest  forms  repair. 

To  sooth  her  darliog  Poesy ; 

Reclin'd  the  lovely  Visionary  lies 

Id  ydnder  vale  and  laurel- vested  bower ; 

Where  the  gay  turf  is  deck'd  with  various  dies. 
And  breathes  the  mingling  scents  of  every  flowers 
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But  to  what  more  indulgent  sky, 

To  what  more  hospitable  shade. 
Could  trembling,  bleeding,  fainting  fly 

The  helpless  and  devoted  Maid  ? 

Time-honour'd  Founders !  ye  the  virgin  woo*d  I 
'Twas  your's,  with  souls  to  native  grandeur  bom^ 

To  bid  her  radiant  beauties  shine  renew'd. 
With  wealth  to  heap,  with  honours  to  adorn* 

In  Granta's  happier  paths  she  wept  no  more; 
Heal'd  were  the  wounds  that  scarr'd  her  gentle  breast) 
Here  still  she  smiles  with  Freedom's  sons  to  rest^ 

Kor  mourns  her  Attic  towers,  nor  Tuscan  shore. 

Fathers  of  Genius  I  whom  the  Muse  adores. 
For  sure  to  you  her  noblest  strains  belong. 

Beneath  whose  venerable  roofs  she  pours 
The  grateful  notes  of  sweetly- flowing  song. 

Th'  increase  of  swift  revolving  years 
With  conscious  pride  exulting  view ; 

How  all  ye  plann*d  complete  appears  $ 
How  all  your  virtues  bloom  anew : 

The  generous  zeal  which  erst  ye  felt  remains. 
Its  bounteous  beams  still  ardent  to  dispense  \ 

While  unexhausted  to  your  learned  plains 
Rolls  the  rich  stream  of  wide  munificence. 
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J(^  to  your  shades  I  tiie  giwt  cintr  is 
Reserv'd  by  Pate  for  some  aiperior  haad,  . 
Confett»  te  last,  th*  aospidoiia  Mrit  stall  M»l». 

And  Stitrsimn,  Mooardi  end  whalt-ye 


Ye  too^  once  Inmates  of  these  walla  rtaoirBrdk  . 

Whose  spirits,  ningliag  with  tV^etlwml  nf^   ' 
Of  universal  Nature  traced  the  boqiid» 

Or  nis'd  ia  majesty  of  thought  the  kfy 

See  your  lov'd  Arts  diis  clime  to  gnos^ 

Their  rival  radiance  brighter  died, 
While  Holies  smiles  the  wreath  to  pbcft 

Upon  the  youthful  Vi6h>r's  head.   . 

* 

Where  Spenser  sits  among  your  thrones  sublimet 
To  the  soft  music  of  his  mournful  lays 

Listening  ye  weep  for  his  ungrateful  time. 
And  point  the  better  hope  of  happier  days* 

If  with  the  dead  dishonour's  memory  dies. 

Forget,  much  jnjur'd  Name,  th' unworthy  woe; 
In  strains  like  thine  so  may  our  accents  flow. 

In  nobler  numbers  yon  fair  domes  arise. 

When  Faction's  storms,  or  some  fell  Tyrant's  hate 
Arts  join'd  with  Freedom  to  one  grave  shall  doom, 

Then  tho'  these  stru^res  to  the  hand  of  Fate  ' 

Bend  their  proud  height,  like  thine,  imperial  Rome, 


Ode  XVin.  ODB8.  f  17 

Know,  vainly,  Time^  thy  rapid  rage 
Shall  point  its  wide  destroying  aim^ 

Since  what  defies  the  force  of  age 
Thus  consecrates  the  pile  to  Fame; 

Some  future  eye  the  ruin'd  heap  shall  trace. 
The  name  of  Holies  on  the  stone  behold. 

Shall  point  a  Brunswic  to  a  distant  race, 
Benign,  and  awful  on  the  swelling  gold. 

Th' historic  page,  the  poet's  tuneful  toil, 

With  these  compar'd,  their  mutual  aid  shall  raise 
To  build  the  records  of  eternal  praise,     . 

And  deck  with  endless  wreaths  their  honoured  soil* 

Sweeter  than  warbled  sounds  that  win  the  sense 
Flows  the  glad  music  of  a  grateful  heart, 

Beyond  the  pomp  of  wordy  eloquence, 
Or  strains  too  cold,  high-wrought  with  laboured  art. 

Tho*  weakly  sounds  the  jarring  stnng ; 

Tho'  vainly  would  the  Muse  explore 
The  heights  to  which  with  eagle  wing 

Alone  can  heaven-taught  Genius  soar  ; 

Yet  shall  her  hand  ingenious  strive  to  twine 
The  blooming  chaplet  for  her  Leader's  brow ; 

While  with  new  verdure  grac'd,  in  Glory's  shrine^ 
The  ampler  Palms  of  civic  Honours  grow} 
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Wlieiibe»  these  &Tour*d  shades  appeua  to  ble«. 
Whose  guardian  couasds  guide  a  nalioii'steey 
And  with  supericMT  toils  for  Burope's  state 
thought  of  Granta's  hi^piness* 


Hail  seats  refer'd  I  where  thoog^itfiil  pleasures  dwcHy 
And  hovering  Peace  extends  her  downy  wings» 

Where  musing  Knowledge  holds  her  humble  cxlly 
And  Truth  divine  unlocks  her  secret  ^ringsi 

This  verse  with  mild  acceptance  deign 
To  hear;  this  verse  yourselves  inspire 

Ere  yet  witlun  your  sacred  £uie 
Tlie  Muse  suspends  her  vodve  lyre. 

Thee»  Granta,  thus  with  filial  thanks  I  greet. 
With  smiles  maternal  thou  those  thanks  receive. 

For  Learning's  humble  wealth,  for  friendship  swee^ 
For  every  calmer  joy  thy  scenes  could  give. 

While  thus  I  sport  upon  thy  peaceful  strand. 
The  storms  of  life  at  awful  distance  roar ; 
And  still  I  dread>  still  lingering  on  the  shore. 

To  launch  my  little  bark,  and  quit  the  land* 
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FRAGMENT. 

Suppoted  to  have  been  fbund  in  a  dark  Paasace  in  the 

TOWER  OF  LONDON. 

BY 

MISS  HELEN  MARIA  WILLIAMS. 


Rise,  winds  of  night!  relentless  tempestSi  rise  I 
Rush  from  the  troubled  clouds,  and  o'er  me  roll ; 

In  this  chill  pause  a  deeper  horror  lies, 

A  wilder  fear  appals  my  shudd'ring  soul.*— 

'Twas  on  this  day,  this  hour  accurst. 
That  Nature  starting  from  repose 

Heard  the  dire  shrieks  of  murder  burst— 
From  infant  innocence  they  rose. 

And  shook  these  solemn  towers  1— 
I  shuddering  pass  that  fatal  room 
For  ages  wrapt  in  central  gloom  ;— 
I  shudd*ring  pass  that  iron  door 
Which  Fate  perchance  unlocks  no  more; 
Death  smeared  with  blood  o'er  the  darkportallowesn. 
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How  fearfully  my  step  retounds 
Along  these  lonely  bounds: 
SpttreiMvageblattl  the  teper'^s  qwv'riiig  fim^  - 
Deep  in  these  gath'ring  shades  its  flame  expires. . 
Ye  host  of  heaven  I  the  door  recedes— • 
It  mocks  my  grasp— what  unseen  handt 
Have  burst  its  iron  bands  f 
No  mortal  force  this  gate  unbarr*d 
Where  danger  lives,  which  terrors  ^afd— 
Dread  powers!  its  screaming  hinges  close 
On  this  dire  scene  of  impious  deeds— 
My  feet  are  fixM  f — Dismay  has  bound 
My  Step  on  this  polluted  gfOuifd-^ 
Btit  lo!  the  pitying  moon,  a  line  of  light 

Athwart  the  horrid  darkness  dimly  throws. 
And  from  yon  grated  window  chases  night. 

Ye  visions  that  before  me  roll, 
That  freeze  my  blood,  that  shake  my  soul  1 
Are  ye  the  phantoms  of  a  dream  ? 
Pale  spectres!  are  ye  what  ye  seem? 
They  glide  more  near— 
Their  forms  unfold! 
Fix'd  are  their  eyes,  on  me  they  bend — 
Their  glaring  look  is  cold  I 
And  hark ! — I  hear 
Sounds  that  the  throbbing  pulse  of  life  suspend. 

*  No  wild  illusion  cheats  thy  sight 

•  With  shapes  that  only  live  in  night— 
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'  Mark  the  native  glories  spread 
f  Around  my  bleeding  brow  1 

*  The  crown  of  Albion  wreath'd  my  head, 

^  And  Gallia's  lilies  twia'd  below— 

*  When  my  father  shook  his  spear, 
••When  his  banner  sought  the  skies, 

*  Her  baffled  host  recoil'd  with  fear, 

•  Nor  turn'd  their  shrinking  eyes:— 
'  Soon  as  the  daring  eagle  springs 

•  To  bask  in  heav'ns  empyreal  light, 

*  The  vultures  ply  their  baleful  wings, 

<  A  cloud  of  deep*ning  colour  marks  their  Eighty 
*  Staining  the  golden  day : — 

<  But  see  I  amid  the  rav'nous  brood 
*  A  bird  of  fiercer  aspefl  soar— 

'  The  spirits  of  a  rival  race, 

*  Hang  on  the  noxious  blast,  and  trace^ 

•  With  gloomy  joy^  his  destin'd  prey  j 

<  Inflame  th'  ambitious  wish  that  thirsts  for  blood. 
And  plunge  his  talents  deep  in  kindred  gore^ 

«  View  thfc  stfctTi  form  that  hovers  nigh, 

*  Fierce  rolls  his  dauntless  eye 

<  Ih  scorn  of  hideous  death ; 

<  Till  starting  It  a  brother's  name, 

*  Horror  shrinks  his  glowing  fram^, 
•  *  Locks  the  half-utter»d  groan, 

<  And  chills  the  parting  breath  :^>^ 
Astolii&h'd  nature  heav*d  a  moan  I 
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«  When  her  aflfighted  eye  bdidd  ^  hudi     * 
«  She  form'd  to  cheriah  rend  her  holy  boidfc* 

<  Look  where  a  royal  inltiit  kneelfb 

<  Shrieking,  and.agomx'd  wUh  fear, 

<  He  tees  the  dagger  pointed  near 

<  A  much  low'd  hrother*s  breath 

<  And  tells  an  absent  mother  all  he  fcdM>^ 

<  His  eager  eye  he  castsaround ; 

<  Wheri  shall  her  guardian  form  be  fonnd,. 

<  On  which  his  eager  eye  would  reati 

<  On  her  he  calls  in  accents  wild, 

<  And  wonders  why  her  step  is  sloir 

<  To  save  her  suffering  child  I— 

<  Rob'd  in  the  regal  garb,  his  brother  stands 

*  In  more  majestic  woe — 

<  And  meets  the  impious  stroke  with  bosom  bare^ 

<  Then  fearless  grasps  the  murd'rer's  hands, 

*  And  asks  the  minister  of  hell  to  spare 

*  The  child  whose  feeble  arms  sustain 

*  His  bleeding  form  from  cruel  Death.—- 

<  In  vain  fraternal  fondness  pleads, 

*  For  cold  is  now  his  livid  cheek 

*  And  cold  his  last  aspiring  breath : 

*  And  now  with  aspe6l  meek, 

*  The  infant  lifts  his  mournful  eye, 

*  And  asks,  with  trembling  voice,  to  die, 

*  If  death  will  cure  his  heaving  heart  of  pain—* 

*  His  heaving  heart  now  bleeds— 
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•  Foul  tyrant  I  o'er  the  gilded  hour 

<  That  beams  with  all  the  blaze  of  power, 

<  Remorse  shall  spread  her  thickest  shroud; 

•  The  furies  in  thy  tortur'd  ear 

*  Shall  howl,  with  curses  deep,  and  loud, 

<  And  wake  distracting  fear  I 

•  I  see  the  ghastly  spc6lre  rise, 

*  Whose  blood  is  cold,  whose  hollow  eyes 

<  Seem  from  his  head  to  start— 

*  With  upright  hair,  and  shiv'ring  heart, 
<  Dark  o*er  thy  midnight  couch  he  bends, 

*  And  clasps  thy  shrinking  frame,  thy  impious  spirit 
rends.' 
Now  his  thrilling  accents  die— - 
His  shape  eludes  my  searching  eye— 
But  who  is  he,  conruls'd  with  pain. 
That  writhes  in  every  swelling  vein? 

Yet  in  so  deep  so  wild  a  groan, 
A  sharper  anguish  seems  to  live 
Than  life's  expiring  pang  can  give  :-^ 

He  dies  deserted  and  alone-— 
If  pity  can  allay  thy  woes 
Sad  spirit  they  shall  find  repose— 
Thy  friend,  thy  long-lov'd  friend  is  near  t 
He  comes  to  pour  the  parting  tear. 

He  comes  to  catch  the  parting  breath-^ 
Ah  heaven !  no  melting  look  he  wears. 
His  alter 'd  eye  with  vengeance  glares ^ 
Each  frantic  passion  at  his  soul, 
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*rn  he  hat  duh*d  tfiat  vMoWdbnul 
Whh  agony*  ani  dtalh. 


But  whence  Ifoie  thUt  S0|MII  till  r 
Yon  bloody  phaiitotti  w«ft>a  Jik  luttd» 
'  And  beckons  me  to  dMJttfgtoaifeAu^ 
Rest,  troubled  fbrtn  \  I  cMl6i-> 
Some  unknown  power  niy  Mp  Hnpeli 
To  horror's  secret  cell^^ 

•  fbrthee  I  raise  this  sible  |i^ 

<  It  shrouds  a  ghistly  baiHl  I 

•  aiMftth'd  beneftth,  thy  eye  ilUdl  IMft 

<  A  mangled  regal  race : 

<  A  thousand  suns  haT«  fOilM^  tiilbe  tit^ 

<  Rush*d  on  their  solid  rilght<^ 

<  See,  o'er  that  tender  fraitte  grim  fandlle  hangs, 

*  And  mocks  a  mother's  pangs  I 

*  The  lasty  last  drop  which  warm'd  her  veins 

*  That  meagre  infant  drains**- 

*  Then  gnaws  her  fond  sustaining  breast-^ 

*  Stretch'd  on  her  feeble  knees,  behold 

*  Another  viftim  sinks  to  lasting  rest*-*. 

*  Another,  yet  her  matron  arms  would  fold 

*  Who  strives  to  reach  her  matron  arms  in  y^n^ 

•  Too  weak  her  wasted  form  to  raise, 

*  On  htm  she  bends  her  eager  gaze; 

*  She  sees  the  soft  imploring  eye 

*  That  asks  her  dear  embrace,  the  cure  of  pain— • 

*  She  sees  her  child  at  distance  di< 
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*  But  now  her  stedfast  heart  can  bear 

*  Unmov'd,  the  pressure  of  despair 

•  When  first  the  winds  of  winter  urge  their  course 

*  0*er  the  pure  stream,   whose  current  smoothly 

glides, 

*  The  heaving  river  swells  its  troubled  tides; 

•  But  when  the  bitter  blast  with  keener  force, 

*  O'er  the  high  wave  an  icy  fetter  throws, 

*  The  harden'd  wave  is  fix'd  in  dead  repose.'-^p- 

*  Say  who  that  hoary  form  ?  alone  he  stands^ 

*  And  meekly  lifts  his  wither'd  hands— 

<  His  white  beard  streams  with  blood— 

*  I  see  him  with  a  smile,  deride 

*  The  wounds  that  pierce  his  shrivelled  side, 

*  Whence  flows  ?l  purple  flood—* 

*  But  sudden  pangs  his  bosom  tear-— 

*  On  one  big  drop  of  deeper  dye, 

<  I  see  him  fix  his  haggard  eye 

*  In  dark  and  wild  despair  1 

•  That  sanguine  drop  which  wakes  his  woe— 

*  Say,  spirit  I  whence  its  source.'— 

*  Ask  no  more  its  source  to  know— 

*  Ne'er  shall  mortal  eye  explore 

*  Whence  flow'd  that  drop  of  human  gore, 

*  Till  the  starting  dead  shall  rise, 

*  Unchain'd  from  earth,  and  mount  the  skies^ 

*  And  time  shall  end  his  fated  course.'-— 

*  Now  tb'  unfathom'd  depth  behold— 

*  Look  but  once  1  a  second  glance 
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*  Wraps  a  heart  of  human  mould 
*  In  death's  eternal  trance.* 

That  shapeless  phantom  sinking'flow 
Deep  down  the  vast  abyss  below^ 
Darts,  thro'  the  mists  that  shroud  his  fimm^ 
A  horror,  nature  hates  to  name  1'-^ 
Mortal,  could  thine  eyes  behold 
All  those  sullen  mists  enfold. 
Thy  nnews  at  the  sight  accurst 
Would  wither,  and  thy  heart-strings  burst ; 
Death  would  grasp  with  icy  hand 
And  drag  thee  to  our  grizzly  band—* 
Awayl  the  sable  pall  I  spread. 
And  give  to  rest  th*  unquiet  dead- 
Haste  I  ere  its  horrid  shroud  enclose 

*  Thy  form,  benumb*d  with  wild  aflfrighty    • 
<  And  plunge  thee  far  thro'  wastes  of  night,. 

<  In  yon  black  gulph's  abhorrM  repose  T 
As  starting  at  each  step  I  fly, 
Why  backward  turns  my  frantic  eye. 
That  closing  portal  past  ?— > 
Two  sullen  shades  half- seen  advance  !— 
On  me,  a  blasting  look  they  cast, 
And  fix  my  view  with  dang'rous  spells. 
Where  burning  phrenzy  dwells  1— 
Again  their  vengeful  look*-and  now  a  speechless-* 
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Soft  on  the  wave  the  oars  at  distance  sound. 
The  night-breeze  sighing  through  the  leafy  spray^ 

With  gentle  whisper  murmurs  all  around. 
Breathes  on  the  placid  sea,  and  dies  away. 

As  sleeps  the  Moon  upon  her  cloudless  height, 

And  the  swoln  spring-tide  heaves  beneath  the  light^ 
Slow  lingering  on  the  solitary  shore 
Along  the  dewy  path  my  steps  I  bend^ 
Lonely  to  yon  forsaken  fane  descend. 

To  muse  on  youth's  wild  dreams  amid  the  ruin's  hoar. 

Within  the  sheltered  centre  of  the  aisle. 

Beneath  the  ash,  whose  growth  romantic  spreads 
Its  foliage  trembling  o'er  the  funeral  pile, 

And  all  around  a  deeper  darkness  sheds ; 
While  through  yon  arch,  where  the  thick  ivy  twines. 
Bright  on  the  silver'd  tow'r  the  moon-beam  shines^ 

And  the  grey  cloyster's  roofless  length  illumes. 
Upon  the  mossy  stone  i  lie  reclin*d, 
And  to  a  visionary  world  resign'd. 

Call  the  pale  spectres  forth  from  the  forgotten  tombs. 
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>  !  ■ 


Spirits!  the  desolated  wreck  that  hwiit^ 

Who  frequent  by  the  villafs  maiden 
Whta  sudden  shouts  at  cvt  Iht  waadawr  dmfc-j 

And  shapeless  sliadows  sweep  along  the  gnen| 
And  ye»  in  midnight  horrors  heard  to  yell 
Round  the  destroyer  of  the  holy  oelly 

With  inta4i^ons  dnnd  pi  hojiog  foiuidi 

Who».ivhenhepiowrdtfaaiiAHl«aUa«Boag»  .  ^ 
Prone  on  his  brow  the  massy  fragment  laog )— • 

Come  from  your  viewless  cavesi  and  trep4  4>n J|lr 
low*d  ground  1 

How  oft,  when  homeward  finc*4f  at  liay'a  dim  fi^ 

In  yoMth»  as  bcodiog  hack  I  moMmCul  s(ipff4 
Fix'd  pn  the  fa^'rite  spot,  where  &rst  arpse 
The  pointed  ruin  peeping  o'er  the  wood  $ 
Methought  I  heard  upon  the  passing  wind 
Melodious  sounds  in  solemn  chorus  join'd^ 
.  Echoing  the  chaunted  vesper's  peaceful  w4c, 
Oft  through  the  veil  of  night's  descending  cloud. 
Saw  gleaming  far  tlie  visionary  croud 
Down  the  deep  vaulted  ai&le  in  long  procession  float. 

But  now ;  no  more  the  gleaming  forms  appear. 
Within  their  graves  at  rest  the  fathers  sleep ; 

And  not  a  sound  comes  to  the  wistful  ear. 
Save  the  low  murmur  of  the  tranquil  deep  e 

Or  from  the  grass  that. in  luxuriant  pride 

Waves  o'er  yon  eastern  window's  sculptur'd  side, 
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The  dew-drops  bursting  on  the  fretted  stone : 
While  faintly  from  the  distant  coppice  heard. 
The  music  of  the  melancholy  bird 

Trills  to  the  silent  heaven  a  sweetly-plaintive  moah« 

Farewell,  delightful  dreams,  that  charmM  my  youth  t 

Farewell  th*  aerial  note,  the  shadowy  trail  I 
Now  while  this  shrine  inspires  sublimer  truth. 

While  cloyster'd  echo  breathes  a  solemn  strain. 
In  the  deep  stillness  of  the  midnight  hour. 
Wisdom  shall  curb  wild  fancy's  magic  pow*r. 

And  as  with  life's  gay  dawn  th'  illusions  cease, 
Though  from  the  heart  steal  forth  a  sigh  profound  ; 
Here  Resignation  o'er  its  secret  wound 

Shall  pour  the  lenient  balm  that  soothes  the  soul  to 
peace. 
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Page  10.  Mr.  Say  was  the  son  of  an  ejefled  mi- 
nister of  Southampton^  and  after  having  been  some 
years  Pastor  of  a  dissenting  congregation  at  Ipswich, 
in  17231  succeeded  Dr.  Calamy  in  that  which  belongs 
at  present  to  Dr.  Kippis.  Soon  after  Mr.  Say's  death, 
which  happened  April  i  a,  1 743,  at  the  age  of  68^  se- 
veral of  his  poems,  and  two  essays  in  prose,  were  pub- 
lished in  one  volume  in  quarto,  by  subscription.  The 
latter,  "  On  the  Harmony,  Variety,  and  Power  of 
<«  Numbers  in  general,"  and,  "  On  those  of  Paradise 
«  Lost  in  particular,*'  have  been  much  adxmred  by 
persons  of  taste  and  judgment.  His  only  daughter 
married  Mr.  Toms,  a  dissenting  teacher  at  Hadleigh 
in  Suffolk. 
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ODE  XXVII. 
Page  i%.  T%fi  writtr  0f  Ihit  OQe  w«s  dau^^ter  of 
the  Reverend  Mr.  Pconingtoiiy  Se£h>r  of  Huntiiigdoii* 
She  died  in  1759^  at  the  age  of  95.  Mr.  Duncombe 
hai  celebrated  her  in  «  The  Feitainiad,"  for  her  <<  Coj^ 
«  per  Farthing/'    . 
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ODE  III. 

Page  61.  Mr.  William  Collins  was  born  at  Chi- 
chester in  Sussex,  in  the  year  1721 :  in  which  city  his 
father  was  a  reputable  tradesman.  He  was  admitted 
a  scholar  of  Winchester  college,  Feb.  23, 1733,  where 
he  spent  seven  years  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Burton* 
In  the  year  1740,  in  consideration  of  his  merit,  he  was 
placed  first  in  the  list  of  those  scholars  who  areele^ed 
from  Winchester  college  to  New  c6llege^  Oxford :  but. 
no  vacancy  happening  at  the  latter,  he  entered,  the 
same  year,  a  commoner  of  Qjieen's,  and  July  2g, 
1741,  waseledted  a  demy,  or  scholar,  of  Magdalen 
college  in  the  same  university.  At  school  he  began 
to  study  poetry  and  crit^rism,  particularly  the  latter. 
The  following  epigram,  written  by  him  while  at 
Winchester-school,  discovers  a  genius,  and  turn  of 
expression,  very  rarely  to  be  met  yifhh  in  juvenile 
compositions. 
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TO 

loss  AUREUA 

9 

QW  HKI.  WKirilTG  AT  HK&  SItTK&*t  WBOOMO. 

Oene»  fur  Aofdity  ceaae  ID  moom  | 
LanMnt  not  Haiiiuh*t  hippx  ttitB| 
'  Too  may  be  hmppy  in  four  tnnif 
And  teisc  the  treatuic  yoo  nfitC. 

With  Love  united  Hjrmen  itandty 
And  softly  whispers  to  your  channi } 

<  Meet  but  your  lover  in  my  bandiy 
*  You'll  find  your  sifter  In  his 


1 


His  Latin  exercises  were  never  so  much  admiRd  M 
his  English. — At  Oxford  he  wrote  the  epistle  to  Sir 
Thoinas  Hanmer,  and  Oriental  eclogues,  which  were 
first  published  in  17429  under  the  title  of  Persaa 
eclogues.    About  the  year  1743,  he  left  Oxford* 
Having  taken  the  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts,  and  being 
weary  of  the  confinement  and  uniformity  of  an  acade* 
mical  life,  through  a  fond  imagination  that  a  man  of 
parts  was  sure  of  making  his  fortune  in  London,  and 
being  struck  with  the  name  of  author  and  poet,  he 
without  consulting  his  friends  was  induced  to  remove 
to  town,  rashly  resolving  to  live  by  his  pen,  withou^ 
undertaking  the  drudgery  of  any  profession.     Here  he 
soon  dissipated  his  small  fortune,  to  compensate  for 
which,  he  projected  the  history  of  the  revival  of  learn- 
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ing  in  Italy p  under  the  pontificates  of  Julius  II.  and 
Leo  X.  His  subscription  for  this  work  not  answering 
his  expeflationsy  he  engaged  with  a  bookseller,  to 
translate  Aristotle's  Poetics,  and  to  illustrate  it  with 
a  large  and  regular  comment.  This  scheme  also 
being  laid  aside,  he  turned  his  thoughts  to  dramatic 
poetry,  and  being  intimately  acquainted  with  the  ma* 
nager,  resolved  to  write  a  tragedy,  which  however  he 
never  executed.  In  the  year  1746  he  published  his 
Odes  ;  and  shortly  after  went  abroad  to  our  army  in 
Flanders,  to  attend  his  uncle,  colonel  Martin,  who, 
dying  soon  after  his  arrival,  left  him  a  considerable 
fortune;  which  however  he  did  not  live  long  to  enjoy, 
for  he  fell  into  a  nervous  disorder,  which  continued, 
with  but  short  intervals  till  his  death,  in  1756,  and 
with  which  disorder  his  head  and  intellects  were  at 
times  afie6led. 

For  a  man  of  so  elevated  a  genius,  Mr.  Collins  has 
written  but  little :  his  time  was  chiefly  taken  up  in 
laying  extensive  proje^s,  and  vast  designs,  which  he 
never  even  begun  to  put  in  execution. 

Of  our  Poet,  Dr.  Johnson,  who  well  knew  him,  soon 
after  his  death,  communicated  this  account. 

Mr.  Collins  was  a  man  of  extensive  literature,  and 
of  vigorous  faculties.  He  was  acquainted  not  only 
with  the  learned  tongues,  but  with  the  Italian,  French, 
and  Sjpanish  languages.  He  had  employed  his  mind 
chiefly  upon  works  of  fi6lion,  and  subjedls  of  £incy; 
and,  by  indulging  some  peculiar  habits  of  thought, 
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Dvas  eminently  delighted  with  those  fligjhts  of  imgi- 
nation  which  pass  the  bounds  of  nature,  and  to  wluch 
the  mind  is  rtrconciled  only  by  a  passive  acquiescence 
in  popular  traditions.     He  loved  fairies,  genii»  dantSi 
and  momters ;  he  delighted  to  rove  through  the  me- 
anders of  inchantment,  to  gaze  on  the  magnificence  of 
golden  palaces,  to  repose  by  the  waterfalls  of  Elysian 
gardens.    This  was  however  the  character  rather  of 
his  incHnation  than  his  genius,  the  grandeur  of  wild* 
ness,  and  the  novelty  of  extravagance,  were  always 
desired  by  him,  b  ut  were  not  always  attained.  But  dili« 
gence  is  never  wholly  lost:  if  his  efforts  sometimes 
caused  harshness  and  obscurity,  they  likewise  produ* 
ced  in  happier  moments  sublimity  and  splendor.  This 
idea,  which  he  had  formed  of  excellence,  led  him  to 
oriental  fi6lions,  and  allegorical  imagery ;  and,  per- 
haps, while  he  was  intent  upon  description,  he  did  not 
sufficiently  cultivate  sentiment:  his  poems  are  the  pro* 
du6lionsof  a  mind  not  deficieni  in  fire,  nor  unfurnished 
with  knowledge  cither  of  books  or  life,  but  somewhat 
obstructed  in  its  progress,  by  deviation  inquest  of  mis- 
taken beauties. 

His  murals  were  pure,  and  his  opinions  pioua.  In 
a  long  continuance  of  poverty,  and  long  habits  of  dis» 
sipatiun,  itcanr.ot  he  ex  pedt^.l  that  any  character  should 
be  exactly  uniform.  'I'liere  is  a  degree  of  want  by 
which  the  freedom  of  agency  is  almost  destroyed,  and 
long  association  uith  fortuitous  companions  will  at 
last  relax  th^  strictness  of  truth,  and  abate  the  fervoiiT 
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of  sincerity.  That  this  man,  wise  and  virtuous  as  he 
wasy  passed  always  uneiitangled  through  the  snares  of 
life,  it  would  be  prejudice  and  temerity  to  affirm.  But 
it  may  be  said,  that  at  least  he  preserved  the  source  of 
a6tion  unpolluted,  that  his  principles  were  never  sha- 
keuy  that  his  distin^ions  of  right  and  wrong  were  se* 
rer  confounded,  and  that  his  faults  had  nothing  of 
malignity  or  design,  but  proceeded  from  some  unex* 
pe£ted  presstu^y  or  casual  temptation. 

The  latter  part  of  his  life  cannot  be  remembered 
but  with  pity  and  sadness*  He  languished  some  yean 
under  that  depreasioii  of  mind  which  enchains  the  fa* 
culties  without  destroying  them,  and  leaves  reasoB 
the  knowledge  of  right,  without  the  power  of  pur^i- 
suing  it.  These  clouds,  which  he  found  gathering 
on  his  inteUe^b,  he  endeavoured  to  disperse  by  travel, 
and  passed  into  Prance^  but  found  himself  constrained 
to  yield  to  his  malady,,  and  returned :  he  was  for  some 
time  confined  in  a  house  of  lunatics,  and  afterwards 
retired  to  the  care  of  his  sister  in  Colckester*^  where 
death  at  last  came  to  his  relief. 

After  his  return  from  France,  the  writer  of  this  cha- 
ra6ler  paid  him  a  visit  at  Islington,  where  he  was 
waiting  for  his  Sister,  whom  he  had  dire6ted  to  meet 
him :  there  was  then  nothing  of  disorder  discernable 
in  his  mind  by  any  but  himself,  but  he  had  then 
withdrawn  from  study,  and  travelled  with  no  other 
book  than  an  English  Testament,  such  as  children 

*  k  i«  apprehended,  CbicbeHtr* 
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carry  to  the  school ;  when  his  friend  took  it  into  his 
handy  out  of  curiosity  to  see  what  companion  a  man  of 
letters  had  chosen,  *  I  have  but  one  book,'  says  Collins, 
<  but  that  is  the  best.* 

Mr.  Collins,  says  Dr.  Johnson,  shewed  theWAt* 
TONS  in  his  last  illness  an  Ode^  inscribed  to  Mr.  John 
Home,  on  the  Superstitions  of  the  Highlands^  which  they 
thought  superior  to  his  other  works.    Of  this  Ode  the 
the  foregoing  is  said  to  be  a  copy  discovered  among 
some  old  papers,  in  the  concealed  drawers  of  a  bureau^ 
)ef^  among  other  articles,  by  a  relation,  to  the  Pub« 
LI8HER,  who^  however,  ought  not  to  have  with-ho lo- 
in HIS  NAME. 
Page  61.     Mid  those  soft  Friends^  whose  hearts  some 
future  dayy 
Shall  melt  f  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  song,"] 
How  truly  did  Collins  preditl  Homer's  tragic  powers ! 
ib.     Go,  not  unmindful  of  that  cordial  Youth 

Whom,  long  endear^dy  thou  Uav*st  by  Lavant's  side\\ 
A  Gentleman  of  the  name  oi  Barrow,  wlio  introduced 
Home  to  Collins, 

63.  the  shepherd* s  shiel,"] 

A  summer  hut,  reared  in  the  high  part  of  the  moun- 
tains, for  the  purpose  of  pasturing  flocks  in  the  warm 
season. 

64.  Stanza  Five,"] 

Before  the  Copy  here  given  of  this  Ode  was  discovered, 
one  still  less  perfect  was  found  by  a  Scottish  Clergy- 
man, to  fill  a  chasm  in  which  the  lines  annexed  were 
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abstituted  by  Mr.  Mackenzie,  author  oif  the  Man  of 
^eeltng, 

<  Or  on  some  bellying  rock  that  shades  the  deep, 

*  They  view  the  lurid  signs  that  crossed  the  sky, 

*  Where  Ib  the  west  the  brooding  tempest  lie  ; 

*  Afld  hear  their  firsts  faint,  rustling  pennons  sweep* 

*  Or  in  the  arched  cave,  where  deep  and  dark 

*  The  broad,  unbroken  billows  heave  and  iwell^ 

*  In  horrid  musings  rapt,  they  sit  to  mark 

*  The  bb*ring  moon ;  or  list  the  nightly  yell 

<  Of  that  dread  spirit,  whose  gigantic  form 

<  The  seer's  entranced  eye  can  well  survey^ 

*  Through  the  dim  air  who  guides  the  driving  storm, 

*  And  points  the  wretched  bark  its  destinM  prey. 

*  Or  him  who  hovers  on  his  flagging  wing, 
0*er  the  dire  whirlpool,  that,  in  ocean*s  waste, 

*  Draws  instant  down  whatever  devoted  thing 

«  The  falling  breeze  within  its  reach  hath  plac*d— — 

<  The  distant  seaman  hears,  and  flies  with  trembling  haste. 

*  Or,  if  on  land  the  fiend  exerts  his  sway, 

<  Silent  he  broods  o'er  quicksand,  bog  or  fen, 

*  Far  from  the  shelt'ring  roof  and  haunts  of  men, 

*  When  witched  darkness  shuts  the  eye  of  day 

'  And  shrouds  each  star  that  wont  to  cheer  the  night  j 

*  Or,  if  the  drifted  snow  perplex  the  way, 

<  With  treacherous  gleam  he  lures  the  fated  wight, 

*  And  leads  him  flound'ringonand  quite  astray.' 

64.    jIs  Boreas  threw  his  young  Aiirorst/brtA, 
In  the JirU year  qfthefint  George's  reign,"] 
By  young  Aurora^  The  Poet  undoubtedly  meant  the 
appearance  of  the  northern  lights,  which  happened 


about  Ihcyc3r]7ij(a  phacnomenon.it  has  been  said, 
ihur  no  anclrni  nriier  lias  taken  notitc  of,  nor  cTCn 
any  modern,  previous  lo  this  period.  An  aisertioii) 
however,  wliieli  but  ill  accords  with  Vibgil'i; I 

^tMnrn  mrffuBi  lets  Gtrmatila  cadt— 

not  to  mention  the  vivid  dcKrintion  of  Spender,  al- 
luding to  a  like  Bppe  ie  reign  of  Elirabetli. 

ib.     TJry  raxi'dl  di  '  ihtir  Second  Sighl,] 

Sicend  Sigkt  is  the  lerni  r  the  divinatiaa  of  tlic 

Higklanderi. 

ib.     Uluslritki  William  I—   — ] 
The  late  Duke  of  Cuattriand,  who  defeated  the  Pn- 
Undtr  at  the  bsitte  of  Culloden. 

ib.     Ut  not  dank  Wiil ] 

A  6ery  meteor,  called  by  various  names,  such  as 
WiUo'  the  H-'iip,  Jack  wiih  a  Lanlkom,  &c.  It  liovert 
.over  marshes  and  feni. 

6(1.     Droain'd  if  tie  Kelpie's  -      ■    ) 
The  water  fiend. 

ib.     tint  hear  piU  ■'] 

One  of  the'  Hebrides  is  called  Tke  IsU  of  Pigmia, 
where  it  is  reported,  that  several  miniature  bones  of 
the  human  species  have  been  dug  up  in  the  ruins  of  a 
chapel. 

ib.     Ot  ikither,  wkere  btneatk  tke  ikma'ty  mat, 

lit  migiiy  kiagi  tflkrajilir  realm!  an  taid!\ 
ICOLHKILL,  one  of  the  Hebrides,  where  near  uxtf 
of  the  ancient  ScoUisb,  Irish,  and  Nonvegion  kM|i 
are  Interred. 
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67*    Along  tk'  Atlantic  rocky  undreading^  climb ^ 
jind  of  its  eggs  despoil  the  Solan's  nest,] 
An  aquatic  bird  like  a  goose,  on  the  eggs  of  which 
the  inhabitants  of  St.  Kilda,  another  of  the  Hebrides^ 
chiefly  subsist, 

69.     Are  by  smooth  Annan^//V,  or  pastoral  Tay, 
Or  Don's  romantic  springs^  at  distance,  haill] 
Three  rivers  in  Scotland, 

ib«    Then  will  I  dress  once  more  the  Jaded  bou^r. 

Where  Jonson  sat  in  Driimmond's  classic  shade\\ 
Ben  Jonson  paid  a  visit  on  foot,  1619,  to  the  Scotch 
poet  Drummond,  at  his  seat  of  Hawthornden,  within 
four  miles  of  Edinburgh. 

ib.    The  cordial  youth  on  Lothian's  pi^ii^i,— **] 
Barrow,  it  seems,  was  at  the  Edinburgh  university^ 
which  is  in  the  county  of  Lothian. 

ODE  V. 
.  Pagey^.  What  miUions perished  near  tkym&wnjuljlood 
When  the  rod  papal  tyrant  cry'dout^^loodP'^ 
Alluding  to  the  persecutions  of  the  Protestants,  and 
the  wars  of  the  Saracens,  carried  on  in  the  Southern 
provinces  of  France. 

ODB  VII- 

Page  79.     Te  green- haired  Nymphs  I  whom  Pan  allows 
To  tend  this  sweetly-t^iemn  Wood,] 
At  Ebberstone- Lodge  a  seat  near  Scarborough,   finely 
situated  with  a  great  command  of  waterj  but  disposed 
in  a  very  false  taste.' 


W^r 


f^n.    /to  Ktmtfy  Imi  lit  Htrnggmu 
la  SranMr,  in  the  Caoat^  oTDobr. 


name  of  a  Kat  bdon^ng  to  Sir  Jolm 


ODE  XII. 
^f  n-  The  writer  of  ihis  Ode,  a  Ofar  relation, 
and  if  IDC  mxsake  not,  brother,  of  the  Author  of 
"  PniLtMOH  to  Htdaspej,"  was  educated  at  Mag- 
dalen ctrilege,  Cambiidgci  and  there  diidngiiiibed 
hmNdf  as  an  elegant  acholar  and  an  atmabie  nun. 
The  **  JJtienairt%efPi0^tktlilib,*'inmmnnea\t1 
lum.  He  died  of  the  small  pox,  vicar  of  Edgware,  in 
"7»- 

ODE  XVI. 
Page  109.    WUU  Tierea  taarUa  Grateum  )lraut,1 
The  author  of  the  Pleasures  of  I  magi  nation. 

ODE  XVII. 
Page  1 10.    The  Geotlnoan  addressed  in  this  Ode, 
wu  Mcond  Ion  of  the  third  Viscount  Townsend. 


NOTES*  143 

After  having  filled  some  of  the  highest  posts  under 
government,  with  distinguished  honour,  he  died 
Sept.  4,  1767,  aged  42. 
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ODES. 


CLASS  THE  SIXTH. 


ODE  I. 


BT  A  LADT, 


On  observing  tome  white  Hairs 
UPON  THE  HEAD  OF  HER  HUSBAND. 


Tho  u  to  whose  power  relu6lantly  we  bend. 
Foe  to  life's  fairy  dreams,  relentless  Time, 

Alike  the  dread  of  lover,  and  of  friend. 
Why  stamp  thy  seal  on  manhood*s  rosy  prime  \ 

Already  twining  'mid  my  ThyrSis'  hair, 

The  snowy  wreaths  of  age,  the  monuments  of  carei 

Thro'  all  her  forms,  tho'  Nature  own  thy  sway. 
That  boasted  sway  thou'lt  here  exert  in  vain; 

To  the  last  beam  of  life's  declining  day, 
Thyrsis  shall  view,  unmov'd,  thy  potent  reign. 

Secure  to  please,  whilst  goodness  knows  to  charm^ 

Fancy  and  taste  delight,  or  sense  and  truth  inform » 
VoL  XVL  B 
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Tyruity  when  from  that  lip  of  crimson  glow. 
Swept  by  thy  chilling  wing,  the  rose  shall  fly ; 

When  thy  rude  scythe  indents  his  polish'd  brow. 
And  quench'd  is  all  the  lustre  of  his  eye ; 

When  ruthless  age  disperses  ev'ry  g^race, 

Eadi  smile  that  beams  from  that  enchanting  hcc — 

Then  thro'  her  stores  shall  a6Uve  memory  rore. 
Teaching  each  various  charm  to  bloom  anew. 

And  still  the  raptur'd  eye  of  foithful  love. 
Shall  bend  on  Thyrsis  its  delighted  view  ; 

Still  shall  he  triumph  with  resistless  power. 

Still  rule  the  conquer'd  heart  to  life's  remotest  hour. 


ODE  II. 

ON 

A  FIT  OF  THE  GOUT. 


BY  ISAAC  HAWKINS  BROWNE,  ESQ:^ 

*      ■     '  ■  '  11 

Wherefore  was  man  thusform'd  with  eye  sublime. 
With  adlivc  jbints,  to  traverse  hill  or  plain, 

But  to  contemplate  Nature  in  her  prime, 
Lord  of  this  ample  world,  his  fair  domain } 

Why  on  this  various  earth  such  beauty  pour'd^ 

But  for  thy  pleasure,  man,  her  sovereign  Lord  ? 

Why  does  the  mantling  vine  her  juice  afford 
Neflareous,  but  to  cheer  with  cordial  taste  ? 

Why  are  the  earth,  and  air,  and  ocean,  stor*d 
With  beast,  fish,  fowl ;  if  not  for  man's  repast  \ 

Yet  what  avails  to  me,  or  taste,  or  sight, 
Exil'd  from  ev'ry  objeft  of  delight  \ 

3o  much  I  feel  of  anguish,  day  and  night 
Tortur'd,  benumb'd ;  in  vain  the  fields  to  rstnge 

l/lt  vernal  breezes,  and  mild  suns  invite : 
In  vain  the  banquet  smokes  with  kindly  change 

Of  delicacies,  while  on  every  plate 

Pain  lurks  in  ambush^  and  alluring  fsite. 
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Fool  I  not  to  know  the  friendly  powers  create 

These  maladies  in  pity  to  mankind : 
These  abdicated  reason  reinstate. 

When  lawless  appetite  usurps  the  mind; 
Heaven's  faithful  centries  at  the  door  of  bliss 
Plac*d  to  deter,  or  to  chastise  excess. 

Weak  is  the  aid  of  wisdom  to  repress 

Passion  perverse  ;  philosophy  how  vain  I 

'Gainst  Circe*s  cup,  enchanting  sorceress ; 
Or  when  the  Syren  sings  her  warbling  strain. 

Whatc*er  or  sages  teach,  or  bards  reveal. 

Men  still  are  men,  and  l^arn  but  when  they  feel. 

As  in  some  free  and  well-pois'd  common  weal 
Sedition  warns  the  rulers  how  to  steer. 

As  storms  and  thunders  rattling  with  loud  peal, 
From  noxious  dregs  the  dull  horizon  clear ; 

So  when  the  mind  imbrutes  in  sloth  supine, 

Sharp  pangs  awake  her  energy  divine. 

Cease  tlien,  ah  cease,  fond  mortal,  to  repine 
At  laws,  which  nature  wisely  did  ordain; 

Pleasure,  what  is  it  ?  rightly  to  define, 
•Tis  but  a  short-liv*d  interval  from  pain  ; 

Or  rather  each  alternately  renewed, 

Gives  to  our  lives  a  sweet  vicissitude. 


ODE  III. 


MORNING  SOLILO^r 


ON 

DEAFNESS. 


BY  THE  REV,  MR.  FOfFlS. 


IS 


Nature  !  thy  genial  call  I  hear. 
Which  wakes  the  morn  and  me. 
And  seems  to  strike  upon  my  ear. 
Though  deaf  to  all  but  thee: 
To  me  the  hours  in  silence  roll  away ; 
No  music  greets  the  dawn,  or  mourns  the  close  of  day. 

To  me  the  sky-larks,  pois'd  aloft. 

In  silence  seem  to  play. 
And  hail  no  more  in  warblings  soft 
The  rising  dawn  of  day ; 
For  me  in  vain  they  swell  their  liquid  throats. 
Contemplative  I  muse,  nor  hear  the  jocund  notes. 


ODIt.  04€  It 

To  me  the  shepherd  pipes  in  vain. 

In  vain  the  milk- maid  sings : 
Lost  are  the  bleatings  of  the  plain. 
The  gurgling  of  the  springs; 
No  more  I  hear  the  niglitingale  complain. 
When  to  the  moon  she  cbaunts  her  sad  love«]aboa 
strain. 

And  when  with  me  Lucinda  strays 

Along  the  breezy  grove. 
In  transport  on  her  charms  I  gaze. 
And  think  she  talks  of  love; 
Ah  I  cease,  dear  Maid,  to  talk  of  love  in  vain. 
For  smiles  alone  to  me  the  voice  of  love  explain* 

Pygmalion  thus,  when  he  survey'd 

The  work  his  hand  had  form'd, 
Enamour'd,  wish  to  see  the  maid 
With  mutual  passion  warm*d ; 
And  as  he  woo'd,  his  ear  he  oft  inclin'd. 
Whilst  yet  no  voice  of  love  reliev'd  his  anxious  min 

Cease  thy  complaints  (methinks  ev'n  now 

The  voice  of  reason  cries) 
Dispel  the  gloom  that  clouds  thy  brow. 
Suppress  the  heaving  sighs ; 
What  Fate  decrees  'tis  folly  to  bewail ; 
Weigh  then  the  good  and  ill  in  Wisdom's  equal  seal 
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No  more  in  Friendship's  thin  disguise 

Shall  flattery  sooth  thine  ear. 
Experienced  kindness  makes  thee  wise» 
To  know  thy  friend  sincere  s 
No  more  shalt  thou  attend  to  Fadion's  crieSi 
The  taunts  of  jealous  Pride,  or  £nvy's  blasting  lies 

No  more  shall  now  thy  mind  be  tost 

By  every  breath  of  praise; 
No  more  thy  reason  shall  be  lost 
In  controversy's  maze ; 
Thou  safe  through  Life's  sequester 'd  vale  shalt  go. 
And  learn  from  Nature's  works  her  wise  decrees  to 
know. 


ODE  IV. 

TO 

A  FRIEND 

WOUNDED  IM  A  DUEL. 


Sr  MR.  PjiRROT. 


How  long  shall  tyrant  Custom  bind 
In  slaTish  chains  the  human  mind  ? 
How  long  shall  false  fantastic  honor  draw 
The  vengeful  sword,  with  fury  fell. 
And  ranc'rous  Malice,  dark  as  hell. 
In  spite  of  Reason's  rule,  and  Nature's  eldest  law? 

Too  many  gallant  youths  have  bled ; 
Too  much  of  British  blood  been  shed 
By  Britons'  swords,  and  that  foul  monster's  laws: 
.Youths  that  might  else  have  nobly  dar*d  j 
More  glorious  wounds  and  dangers  shar'd 
For  Britain's  just  defence,  and  Virtue's  injur'd  cause. 

So  when  the  fierce  Cadmean  youth 
Sprung  from  the  dragon's  venom'd  tooth. 
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Each  chief  arose  in  shining  armour  drcst : 
With  rage  inspired,  the  furious  band 
Soon  found  a  ready  foe  at  hand. 
And  plung'dthe  pointed  steel  each  in  a  brother's  breast. 

Has  Britain  then  no  other  foes. 
That  thus  her  sons  their  lives  expose 
To  private  war,  and  feuds,  and  civil  fray  I 
Does  Spain  insult  her  flag  no  morel 
Does  Lewis  yet  his  thoughts  give  o'er 
Of  universal  rule,  and  arbitrary  sway  ? 

'Tis  Britons'  to  support  the  law ; 
'Tis  theirs  ambitious  kings  to  awe. 
And  equal  rights  of  empire  to  maintain. 
For  this  our  fathers,  brave  and  stout| 
At  Agincourt  and  Cressy  fought, 
Add  heap'd  fam'd  Blenheim's  field  with  mountains  of 
the  slain. 

How  will  the  Gallic  monarch  smile. 
To  see  the  son's  of  Albion's  isle 
Their  country's  blood  with  ruthless  weapon's  drainl 
Themselves  avenge  the  glorious  day 
When  Marlb'rough  swept  whole  hosts  away. 
And  sent  the  frighted  Danube  purple  to  the  main,! 

O  say,  in  this  inglorious  strife 

Thy  arm  had  robb'd  thy  friend  of  life. 


mn$. 


What  ptagit  wlMl  ngpUi  iMd  thf 
How  lii4tt  cbcNi  called  the  ctinI  dtid^  ' 
That  cmtM  the  fliUuiC  VMidi  t»  hlaaib 

•M fc^a ■-  -  — -      __    — m  *  -■   •  -  ■ aj —  «-_  ■    -  Ja  - 


Hoir  did  the  fidr  M«m 
Thy  high-bred 
Thar,  oouitiiv  dangir,  digltfied  her  aeft  •  l«*ef 
Far  other  wreaths  te  thee  aht  twte^d  i 
Far  other  caret  fo  thee  dcalgpM  I 
And  for  the  huird  crown  tte  myrfle  CMflei  wofe*' 

If  not  for  her*a,for  Britdn's  ttkii|.' 
Forbear  thy  predoas  life  to  Make  | 
Nor  taint  thy  honor  with  so  ftml  a  deed* 
One  day  thy  country  may  require 
Thy  gallant  arm  and  mardal  fire : 
Then  may  'st  thou  bravely  conqueri  or  as  bravely  bleed. 


ODE  V. 

WEITTXN  ON   BOAKO 

HIS  MAjESTTs  SHIP  THE  CAhTERBURT, 

After  the  htd  kwt  all  bar  Maitt  In  a  torm. 

With  gallant  pomp,  and  beauteous  pride, 
The  floating  pile  in  harbour  rode. 

Proud  of  her  freight,  the  swelling  tide 

Relu6lant  left  the  vessel's  side. 
And  rais*d  it  as  she  flow*d*  * 

The  waves  with  Eastern  breezes  curlM, 
Had  silvered  half  the  liquid  plain  ; 

The  anchors  weigh'd,  the  sails  unfurlM, 

Serenely  mov'd  the  wooden  world. 
And  stretch'd  along  the  main. 

The  scaly  natives  of  the  deep 

Press  to  admire  the  vast  machine. 
In  sporting  gambols  round  it  leap,^ 
Or  swimming  low,  due  distance  keep. 
In  homage  to  their  queen. 
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Thus  u  life  glid»  in  gende  gale. 

Pretended  friendship  traits  on  pow'r. 
But  early  quits  the  borrow'd  Tcil 
When  adverse  Fortune  shifts  the  sail^ 

And  hastens  to  derotir. 


In  Tain  we  fly  appfoaching  ill. 

Danger  can  multiply  its  form; 
Exposed  we  fly  like  Jonas  still. 
And  heaven,  when  *tis  heaven's  will. 

Overtakes  us  in  a  storm. 

The  distant  surges  foamy  white 

Foretell  the  furious  blast ; 
Dreadful,  though  distant  was  the  sight, 
Confed'rate  winds  and  waves  unite. 

And  menace  every  mast. 

Winds  whistling  through  the  shrouds  proclaim. 

A  fatal  harvest  on  the  deck ; 
Quick  in  pursuit  as  adlive  flame. 
Too  soon  the  rolling  ruin  came, 

And  ratity'd  the  wreck. 

Thus  Adam  smil'd  with  new-born  grace. 
Life's  flame  inspirM  by  heav'nly  breath  : 

Thus  the  same  breath  sweeps  off  his  race, 

Pisorders  Nature's  beauteous  face, 
And  spreads  disease  and  deatli. 


Ode  V*  aDES.  i^ 

StrippM  of  her  pride,  the  vessel  roUs^ 

And  as  by  sympathy  she  knew 
The  secret  anguish  of  our  souls. 
With  inward  deeper  groans  condoles 

The  danger  of  her  crew. 

Now  what  avails  it  to  be  bfave^ 

On  liquid  precipices  hung  i 
Suspended  on  a  breaking  wave. 
Beneath  us  yawn'd  a  sea-green  graven 

And  silenc'd  every  tongue. 

The  faithless  flood  forsook  her  keel. 

And  downward  launch'd  the  laboring  hull^ 
Stunn'd  she  forgot  awhile  to  reel. 
And'  ifelt  almost,  or  seem'd  to  feel, 
A  momentary  lull. 

Thus  in  the  jaws  of  death  we  lay. 
Nor  light,  nor  comfort  found  us  there^ 

Lost  in  the  gitlph  and  floods  of  spray 

No  sun  to  cheer  us,  nor  a  ray 
Of  hope,  but  all  despair. 

The  nearer  shore,  the  more  despair^ 
While  certain  rain  waits  on  land ; 

Should  we  pursue  our  wishes  there^ 

Soon  we  recant  the  fatal  pray'r. 
And  strive  to  shun  the  strand. 


M 
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At  lei^gthf  the  Being  whose  behest 

Rcduc'd  this  Chaos  into  fono* 
His  goodness  and  his  pow'r  ex|iress*d» 
He  spoke— and,  as  a  God^  suppressed 
Our  troubles^  and  the  storm. 


ODE  VI. 

I   ■    I'     I        I      "I  iiac 
ON 

THE  DUKE  OF  YORK's 


SECOND  DEPARTURE  FROM  ENGLAND 

AS   ftSAK   ADMIRAL. 


Written  tboard  tbe  Royal  George* 

BY  WILLIAM  FALCONER. 


Again  the  royal  streamers  play  I 
To  glory  Edward  hastes  away ; 
Adieu,  ye  happy  silvan  bowers. 

Where  Pleasure's  sprightly  throng  await  I 
Ye  domes,  where  regal  Grandeur  towers 

In  purple  ornaments  of  state  1 
Ye  scenes  where  Virtue's  sacred  strain 
Bids  the  tragic  Muse  complain  I 
Where  Satire  treads  the  comic  stage. 
To  scourge  and  mend  a  venal  age. 
Where  Music  pours  the  soft,  melodious  lay^ 
And  melting  Symphonies  congenial  play  I 
Ye  silken  Sons  of  Ease,  who  dwell 
In  flowery  vales  of  Peace,  farewell! 
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In  vain  the  Goddess  of  the  myrde  grove 

Her  charms  ineffable  dUplajrs; 
In  vain  she  calls  to  happier  realms  of  Love-, 

Which  Spring's  unfading  bloom  arrmys: 

In  vain  her  living  roses  blow. 
And  ever- vernal  pleasures  grow  i 
The  gentle  sports  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceful  shore: 
Arcadian  case  no  lortger  charms. 
For  War  and  Fame  alone  tan  please. 

His  throbbing  bosom  beats  to  arms. 
To  war  the  Hero  moves^  tlirough  storms  and  win- 
try seas. 

CHORUS. 

The  gentle  spdrts  of  youth  ho  mor^ 
AUurc  him  to  the  peaceful  shore, 
For  War  and  Fame  alone  can  please. 
To  War  the  Hero  moves,  through  storms  and  win- 
try seas. 

Though  Danger's  hostile  train  appears 
To  thwart  the  course  that  Honor  steers; 
Unniov'd  he  leads  the  rugged  way, 
IX'bpising  peril  and  dismay  : 
His  country  calls ;  to  guard  her  laws, 

Lol  every  joy  the  gallant  youth  resigns  j 
Tir  avenging  naval  sword  he  draws, 

And  o'er  the  waves  conducts  her  martial  lines  : 
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Hark  t  his  sprightly  clarions  play^ 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  1 
The  piercing  fife,  the  sounding  dhimi 
Tell  the  deeps  their  Masters  come  : 

CHO&US. 

Harkl  his  sprightly  clarions  play^ 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  I 
The  piercing  fife,  the  sounding  drunly 
Tell  the  deeps  their  Masters  come. 

Thus  Alcmena's  warlike  Son 
The  thorny  course  of  Virtue  run, 
When,  taught  by  her  unerring  voice. 

He  made  the  glorious  choice  : 
Severe,  indeed,  th'  attempt  he  knew. 
Youth's  genial  ardors  to  subdue : 
For  Pleasure  Venus'  lovely  form  assum'd^ 

Her  glowing  charms  divinely  bright, 
In  all  the  pride  of  Beauty  bloomM, 
And  struck  his  ravish'd  sight. 
Transfix*d^  aroaz'd^ 
Alcides  gaz'd : 
Inchanting  grace 
Adorn'd  her  face. 
And  all  his  changing  looks  confest 
Th*  alternate  passions  in  his  breast  i 
W.  XVI.  c 
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Her  tweliing  boim»  hilf  l»»wWj>^^'  r 
Hereyet  chftt  i  iiidiii^  ^mMOm  tXip 

A  tlwiiMiA  iMMi«  *M«|to  iM|iHii 
Peniiasion*ttwc«iacliiigniteInuig*  ** 
In meltiiig icceiil on licr MBgiit »    *  •'*' 
Deep  in  Ui  hMrt^  die  Iriiiaiiv  ttfe      ^ 

InlbM  a  nagic  pdwtri 
She  pRst  Imn  to  tiie  vMy  ^futcp 

And  shewVI  th*  BlysiaA  bowir  I 

Her  hand  tlat  tranUbif  udott  M4t»^ 
Conduat  hhn  hloahing  to  the  blett  nkcMt 
Ahl  sceo'erpower'dby  Benttty^duMlf^ 
And  won  by  Love's  resistless  nmu^ 
The  captive  yields  to  Nature's  soft  akmosl'^ 

CHoaus. 

Ah  1  see  o*erpower'd  by  Beauty's  charmSi 
And  won  by  Love*s  resistless  arms. 
The  captive  yields  to  Nature's  soft  alarms  I 

Assist,  ye  guardian  Powers  above  I 
From  ruin  save  the  Son  of  Jove  I 
fiy  heavenly  mandate  Virtue  came. 

And  check'd  the  fatal  flame : 
Swift  as  the  quiv'ring  needle  wheels. 
Whose  point  the  magnet's  influence  feeb. 

Inspir'd  with  awe, 

He,  turning,  saw 
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The  Nymph  divine 
Transcendent  shine ; 
And,  while  he  view'd  the  godlike  maid. 
His  heart  a  sacred  ittipulse  sway'd : 
His  eyes  with  ardent  motion  roH, 
And  Love,  Regret*  and  Hope,  divide  his  SouK 
But  soon  her  words  his  pain  destroy. 
And  all  the  numbers  of  his  hearty 
Return*d  by  her  celestial  arty^  \     » 
Now  swell'd  to  strains  of  nobler  joy. 
Instructed  thus  by  Virtue*^  lore. 
His  happy  steps  the  realms  explore. 
Where  guilt  and  error  are  no  more : 
The  clouds  that  veil'd  his  jntellediual  ray^ 
Before  her  breath  dispelling,  melt  away : 
Broke  loose  from  Pleasure's  glittering  chain, 
He  scorn'd  her  soft  inglorious  reign : 
Con  vine 'd,  resolv'd,  to  Virtue  then  he  turn*d> 
And  in  his  breast  paternal  glory  bum'd. 

CHOkUS. 

Biroke  loose  from  Pleasure's  glittering  chain, 
He  scornM  the  sofc  inglorious  reign : 
Convinced,  resolv'd,  to  Virtue  then  he  turn'd> 
And  in  hb  breast  paternal  glory  burn'd. 

So  when  on  Britain's  other  Hope  she  shone^ 
Like  him  the  royal  youth  she  woo : 
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Thus  taught,  he  bids  his  fleet  advance 
To  curb  the  power  of  Spain  and  Prance: 
Aloft  his  martial  ensigns  flow. 
And  hark  1  his  brazen  trumpets  blowl 
The  watry  profound, 
Awak'd  by  the  sound. 
All  trembles  around : 
While  Edward  o'er  the  azure  fields 

Fraternal  wonder  wields : 
High  on  the  deck  behold  he  stands. 
And  views  around  his  floating  bands 

In  awful  order  join : 
They,  while  the  warlike  trumpets  strain. 
Deep  sounding,  swells  along  the  main. 

Extend  th'  embattled  line. 
Then  Britain  triumphantly  savr 
His  armament  ride 
Supreme  on  the  tide. 
And  o'er  the  vast  ocean  give  law. 

CHORUS. 

Then  Britain  triumphantly  saw 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide, 
And  o'er  the  vast  ocean  give  law. 

Now  with  shouting  peals  of  joy. 
The  ships  their  horrid  tubes  display. 
Tire  over  tire  in  terrible  array, 

And  wait  the  signal  to  destroy  s 
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The  sailors  all  burn  to  engage  : 

Hark  I  hark!  their  shouts  arise. 

And  shake  the  vaulted  skies! 
Exultin^with  bacchanal  rage. 
Then  Neptune  the  Hero  revere, 

Whose  power  is  superior  to  thine ! 
And,  when  his  proud  squadrons  a.ppe<ir, 

The  trident  and  chariot  resign ! 


CHORtrs. 

Then  Neptune  the  Hero  revere, 
Whose  power  is  superior  to  thine  I 
And,  when  his  proud  squadrons  appear, 
The  trident  and  chariot  resign  \ 


Albion,  wake  thy  grateful  voice  ! 

Let  thy  hills  and  vales  rejoice  : 
0*er  remotest  hostile  regions 

Thy  victorious  flags  are  known ; 
Thy  resistless  martial  legions 

Dreadful  move  from  zone  to  zone: 
Thy  flaming  bolts  unerring  roll. 
And  all  the  trembling  globe  controulj 
Thy  seamen,  invincibly  true. 
No  menace,  no  fraud,  can  subdue : 
To  thy  great  trust, 
Severely  just. 


•Mf. 


An  dissoMiii  itrife  tiiqr  diicUait 

To  meet  the  Im^      n 

Their  boion  gloir  I 
Who  only  are  vftalitefiBop^"    Sht' 

Thy  teamen  iavinciblf  tru^ ' 
No  menace,  no  frand,  taa  auMoe  s 
All  dissonant  strilc  they  disclaii% 
And  only  are  siTals.in  fiime* 


:f,\i,  'i 


For  Edward  tone  your  harpa»  y«:  IQnel 
Triumphant  strike  eachUvh^atriog^ 

For  him  in  extacy  dirine^ 
Your  choral  lo  Paeans  mig{f  .f  , 

For  him  your  festive  concerts  ]breathe  I 
For  him  your  flow'iy  garlands  wreathe  I 
Wake  1  O  wake  the  joyful  son^  1 
Ye  Fauns  of  the  woods. 
Ye  Nymphs  of  the  floods. 
The  musical  current  prolong  t 
Ye  Sylvansy  that  dance  on  the  ptaio. 
To  swell  the  grand  chonis  accord  I 
Ye  Tritons,  that  sport  on  the  main. 

Exulting,  acknowledge  your  Lord  1 
Till  all  the  wild  numbers  combin'd. 
That  floating  proclaim 
Our  Admiral's  name, 
In  symphony  roll  on  the  wind  I 


■  < 
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CHORUS. 

Wake  1  O  wake  the  joyful  song  I 
Ye  Sylvans,  that  dance  on  theplain. 
Ye  Tritons,  that  sport  on  the  maini 

The  musical  current  prolong  I 

O I  while  consenting  Britons  praise. 

These  motive  measures  deign  to  hear; 
For  thee  my  muse  awakes  her  lays, 
For  thee  th'  unequal  viol  plays, 

The  tribute  of  a  soul  sincere. 

Nor  thou,  illustrious  Chief,  refuse 
The  incense  of  a  nautic  muse  I 
For  ah  I  to  whom  shall  Neptune's  sons  complain 
But  him  whose  arms  unrival'd  rule  the  main. 
Deep  on  my  grateful  breast. 
Thy  favour  is  imprest : 

No  happy  son  of  wealth  or  fame. 

To  court  a  royal  patron  came  1 
A  hapless  youth  whose  vital  page 

Was  one  sad  lengthen*d  tale  of  wo, 
Where  ruthless  fate,  impelling  tides  of  rage. 

Bade  wave  on  wave  in  dire  succession  flow. 
To  glittering  stars  and  titled  names  unknown, 
PreferrM  his  suit  to  thee  alone. 
The  tale  your  sacred  pity  mov*d ; 
You  felt,  consentedi  and  approved ; 
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Then  touch  my  strings,  yc  blest  Pierian  quire ! 

Exalt  to  rapture  every  happy  line  I 
My  bosom  kindle  with  Promctheafi  fire  I 
And  swell  each  note  with  energy  divine. 
No.  more  to  plaintive  sounds  of  wo 
Let  the  vocal  numbers  flow  1 
Perhaps  the  chief  to  whom  I  sing 
May  yet  ordain  auspicious  days 
To  wake  the  lyre  with  nobler  lays. 
And  tune  to  war  the  nervous  string. 

For  who,  untaught  in  Neptune's  school, 
Though  all  the  powers  of  genius  he  possess. 

Though  discipline  by  classic  rule. 
With  daring  pencil  can  display 
The  fight  that  thunders  on  the  watry  vi^ay. 
And  all  its  horrid  incidents  express? 
To  him,  my  Muse,  these  warlike  strains  belong  1 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  song. 

CHORUS. 

To  him,  my  Muse,  these  warlike  strains  belongl 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  song. 


ODE  VII. 


THE  ROrjL  V  or  AGE. 


BY  SIR  JAMES  MARRIOT. 


High  on  the  bounding  bark  the  Royal  Fair 
Mounts  o*er  the  billows  of  the  watry  way ; 
Serene  as  Cynthia  through  the  fields  of  air, 
Queen  of  the  Night  extends  her  cloudless  ray. 
When  all  the  forests  tremble  to  the  gleam. 
And  the  transparent  seas  refleft  the  silver  beam. 

But  see  the  whitening  surge,  the  gathering  clouds; 
Hark  I  the  winds  whistle  through  the  shroudS| 
They  bow  the  mast,  they  rend  the  sail^ 
The  sea- worn  mariner  is  pale, 
And  views  the  blackening  storm,  and  hears  th*  in* 
creasing  gale. 
But  not,  O  Royal  Maid, 
Let  Fear  thy  breast  invade  : 
Know,  happy  Fair!  approved  by  heaven, 
To  thee  the  empire  of  the  Main  is  given. 
In  vain  loud  winds  the  deep  deform. 
Love  shall  triumphant  ride  the  storm. 
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Vc^ct  I  every  roaring  child  of  troubled  air  : 
Uomov'd  the  Qiieen  of  sea-girt  Albioa  sings: 
Her  (lying  fingers  toach  the  strings ; 
Around  their  Qiieen  the  trembling  train  repair: 
Her  courage  lifts  their  own ; 
Her  mu&ic  sooths  their  care. 

Happy  Qiieen  of  Albion's  isle. 

On  whom  the  Loves  and  Graces  smile : 
Haste  from  Germania's  plain,and  death -devoted  shorey 

Soon  thy  weary  steps  shall  try 

A  happier  land,  a  milder  sky. 
Where  no  din  of  arms  shall  roar,  1 

Nor  winds,  nor  swelling  seas  assault  thee  more.  ' 

Thus,  'midst  the  storms  which  blo«r  1 

O'er  Thracian  hills  of  snow, 

Orpheus  tiin*d  the  golden  lyre. 

And  saw  the  beasts  of  death  retire. 
Thus,  fearless  of  the  night  and  watry  grave, 
Lcandcr's  bosom  met  the  wave. 
While  Love  before  him  flew  his  way  to  guide, 
And  thrgugh  the  foaming  tide 
Gave  to  his  nervous  arm  redoubled  power. 
While  Hymen  shook  the  torch  bright  on  the  distant 

tower. 
Hail  I  happy  fires  of  mutual  love,  unknown 
To  purchased  dalliance  and  tumultuous  joy ; 
True  Pleasure  sits  on  Virtue's  awful  throne  j 
There  all  the  Loves  their  golden  shafts  employ  : 
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Mild  and  unclouded  the  eternal  flame, 
Reward  of  virtuous  Love,  and  Heayen*s  best  blessing 
came. 

Swift  the  wing'd  hours  shall  urge  their  stealing  way, 

Nor  oft  the  waning  moon  shall  know  decay 

Ere  a  new  race  shall  rise  of  scepter'd  kings. 

From  thee,  Strelisian  Fair,  the  future  hero  springs. 

See,  the  long  lines  of  royal  youths  extend. 

To  Britain's  throne  new  subjects  bend  j 
Where'er  her  glittering  standards  rise. 
In  other  seas,  in  other  skies. 

Shall  spread  the  godlike  fame  of  mildest  vi^ries: 
Auspicious  youths  be  boru  I 
Arise  1  O  haste  I  your  native  soil  adorn  t 
Not  valarous  arms  alone 
Shall  guard  the  regal  throne ; 
But  shining  arts,  and  holy  laws, 
And  ancient  Freedom's  well -defended  cause, 
Shall  lift  secure  your  praise  sublime 
Through  all  the  radiant  paths  of  time. 
On  Dorubcrnian  cliffs  the  Muse  hath  told. 
Prophetic  child  of  Druids  old. 
Whereon  she  sits,  and  hears  from  either  pole 
In  every  wind  vittorious  thunders  roll. 
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BiiiOHT  Phoebusy  and  thou  Goddess  Nfaid» 
Who  mak'st  the  springing  woods  thy  care. 

Whose  ears  our  yearly  vows  invade. 
Oh  I  bend,  and  listen  to  our  prayer  I 

Great  God,  whose  steps  bright  day  attends. 
With  thee  it  cemes,  with  thee  retires  ; 

May  none  be  happier  than  my  friend. 
Who  bless  thy  light  or  feel  thy  fires. 

Thou  too,  lucina,  hear  our  strains, 
Though  virgin  thou  thyself  and  pure. 

Oh  teach  the  teeming  wife  her  pains 
With  happy  patience  to  endure. 
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For  through  the  rolling  nights  and  days. 
Since  Hymen  call'd  this  pair  his  own, 

Nor  thy  soft  beams,  nor  Paean's  rays, 
A  purer  nuptial  torch  have  known. 

Ye  certain  Fates,  on  whose  fix'd  will 

Unchangeable  decrees  depend, 
Oh  I  guard  this  chosen  pair  ft*om  111, 

Like  their  beginning  be  their  end. 

For  them  may  ever  cheerful  health 
In  every  breathing  gale  be  borne. 

And  flowing  yet  well-order'd  wealth 
Their  fields,  their  streamsi  their  board,  adorn 

To  their  whole  youth  give  sprightly  joy; 

And  to  their  long-extended  day 
Those  tranquil  measures  that  ne'er  cloy, 

Nor  sink  till  life's  lamp  fades  away. 


ODB  IX. 


TO 

PEREGRINE 

MARQUIS  OF  CARMARTHEN. 

ON  HIS  MARRIAGE  WITH 
rHE  LdDT  ANNE  SETMOUR.  1719; 

BY  THE  REV.  THOMAS  NEWCOMB,  M.  A. 

Stay,  Phoebus!  blooming  God  of  light  I 
Those  distant  worlds,  to  which  you  flyj 

No  wonder  boast  to  pay  your  flight. 
No  beauty  to  detain  your  eye ; 

No  youths  bo  blest,  no  nymphs  so  kind, 

As  those  you  choose  to  leave  behind. 

Look  down  a  whde,  great  Orb,  below. 
And,  wondering  ask  thy  golden  skiea 

What  lamps  above  with  lustre  glow 
With  brightness^  fair  as  Seymour's  eyes. 

Whose  rival  beanas  as  they  admire, 

Her  beauty  throws  them  back  their  fire. 
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Not  to  behold  her  purer  light. 

To  distant  regions  you  repair ; 
Thy  evening  rays  not  half  so  forighl-. 

Thy  morning  glories  scarce  so  fair ; 
Without  a  rival)  from  thy  throne 
There  thou  may'st  make  ^  d^y  aloiie* 


Let  others  from  eadt  God  implore^ 
A  new  increase  of  glory  crave. 

You,  blest  already,  ask  no  more 
But  to  secure  that  bliss  they  gave ; 

Possess*d  of  Seymour's  charms  to  live^ 

Is  all  their  kindest  love  can  give* 

See  Heaven,  to  grace  th'  auspicious  day^ 
Keeps  back  for  her  the  rolling  year; 

While  Summer  suns,  with  kind  delays 
The  smiling  brow  of  Autumn  cheer. 

Which  does,  to  grace  her  nuptial,  bring 

The  flowers  and  verdure  of  the  Spring* 

Oh,  ask  your  heart,  your  beating  hearti 
As  near  her  looks,  confusM,  you  lie^ 

If  kindest  Fate  did  e'er  impart 
A  joy  so  soft,  a  bliss  so  high. 

As  her  inspiring  blushes  give. 

Which  not  to  view  were  not  to  live;  - 
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We,  when  the  Gods  their  smiles  detain. 
To  blame  their  rigour  are  inc*in*d  i 

You,  of  their  fondest  love  complain^ 
Alike,  when  too  severe,  or  kind : 

Excess  of  bliss  may  bliss  destroy. 

Nor  make  us  feel,  but  sufler  joy. 


So  when  the  shining  sons  of  light 
On  earth  their  beauty  would  display. 

Each  form,  with  heavenly  lustre  bright, 
O'erwhelms  the  world  with  too  much  day 

Around  each  head  what  glories  live. 

Obscure  the  mom  they  seem  to  give. 

Tliose  blessings,  which  your  birth  or  fame. 
Your  youlh  and  glory  could  impart. 

For  greater  far,  you  now  disclaim. 
The  triumph  o'er  fair  Seymour's  heart : 

Which  in  her  smiles  and  beauties  won, 

Are  all  forgot,  and  all  outdone. 


How  many  joys  at  once  inspire, 

Your  breast  with  pleasing  transport  move. 
Her  virtue  does  your  bosom  fire 

With  wonder,  and  her  eves  with  love! 
What  passion  must  that  soul  destroy, 
Where  Love  its.lfs  but  half  licr  joy  ! 
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Yet  thus  possessed  of  every  blisSi 
That  Fate  cam  give,  or  you  implore^ 

Although  yoii  feel  nd  pain  but  this. 
To  want  a  power  of  asidng  more ; 

Of  one  great  joy  deprif^d  yon  live) 

To  know  your  Heaven  nd  more  can  give. 


Thus  the  brave  Greek  no  pleasure  found) 
But  s]gh*d  (hb  crowns  negle6te^  by) 

That  hd  had  still  an  arm  to  wound. 
But  Nature  left  no  foe  to  die ; 

The  vanquish'd  world  with  pun  he  view'd^ 
And  almost  wished  it  not  subdu'd. 


Though  Seymour's  beauties  and  hermiAd 
Resistless  charms  could  bodiimpart^ 

She  took  the  noblesl  way  to  find 
A  passage  to  your  yielding  heart; 

Choosing  with  Virtue  to  surprise. 

And  reached  your  soul  before  your  eyes* 

Oh  say,  what  magic  forcse  you  try. 

Pair  Nymph,  your  triumphs  to  fulfil ; 
When  thus  you  throw  your  beauties  by. 

Yet  boast  a  power  to  conquer  still : 
Those  useless  giories  lay  aside 
For  which  a  thousand  youths  have  died. 
Fai.  XV L  D 
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Just  so  the  pure  transparent  tide» 
That  from  some  silver  fountain  came. 

Taught  through  its  flowery  banks  to  gUde^ 
With  clearest  waves,  and  still  the  aamci 

Does  to  the  distant  ocean  bring 

The  crystal  of  its  parent  spring. 

If  e'er  thy  bosom  knew  distress. 
Forcing  thy  sorrows  to  complain  ) 

If  Heaven,  so  us*d  thy  fate  to  bless* 

E'er  hid  her  smiles,  and  gave  thee  paini 

For  this  fair  moment  left  behind. 

Absolve  tlie  Gods,  and  own  .them  kind. 


What  tears  your  eyes  have  lately  shed, 
(When  sighing  near  her  hearse  alone ; 

Close  by  the  beauteous  breathless  dead. 
You  liv'd,  but  only  livM  to  moan.) 

Oh  1  think  the  Gods  have  well  repaid. 

Each  bliss  return'd,  and  grief  allay'd* 

Oh  1  think  the  Fair  you  now  possess. 
Does  all  your  Love  and  Virtue  claim. 

Each  parent  view,  and  learn  to  guess 
Your  own  thus  mingling  with  their  fame : 

Each  godlike  a^on  must  be  tried. 

To  prove  ourselves  to  Heaven  allied* 


i 

i 


■i 
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Their  great  superior  worth  to  trace, 
Must  be  your  first,  your  fair  design 

To  follow—  since  with  every  grace 
Alreftdy  theirs,  you  still  must  shine : 

Like  them  in  Glory  to  improve. 
Forsake  your  earth,  and  think  on  Jove. 


Whose  great  example  else  below, 
What  Goddess*  praise,  what'Hero's  fame, 

Can  teach  your  kindling  breast  to  glow. 
With  virtues  worthy  Seymour's  name? 

Who  but  themselves  can  patterns  give. 

And  teach  us  like  themselves  to  live. 


Oh  I  place  their  glories  ever  fair 
Before  your  eyes,  your  soul  to  move; 

Revolve,  what  nations  by  his  care 
Enjoy,  what  wretches  by  her  love; 

And  while  their  pity  fills  your  mind. 

You  strive  in  vain  to  be  unkind. 


Through  kings,  and  kirtgly  heroes  Teins^ 
The  noble  stream  already  past, 

Still  rolls  impatient,  till  it  gains. 
To  mix  with  Osborne's  blood  at  last ; 

To  higher  fame  despairs  to  rise. 

Till  lost  in  that  above  the  skies. 
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So  the  fair  TamCy  and  Isis*  waves. 

At  last  together  kindly  go ; 
One  common  bank  their  current  lavet. 

One  mingling  stream  their  waters  flow. 
Till  to  the  ocean's  conquerini^  tide 
They  give  their  waves,  and  yield  their  pride. 

Forgivr,  blest  pair,  the  Muse  who  tries. 
And  would  in  verse  your  fame  adorn; 

Presaging  now  with  curious  eyes 
Kind  hours  and  moments  yet  unborn; 

Vieiving  in  time's  fair  fruitful  womb 

A  thousand  scenes  of  bliss  to  copie. 

Slie  now  beholds  the  lovely  boy 
Divide  each  parent's  soft  surprise; 

While,  to  indulge  and  feed  their  joy. 
One  boasts  his  cheeks,  and  one  his  eyes; 

And  from  his  infant  looks  presage. 

And  read  the  wonders  of  his  age. 


That  doubtful  grace  which  Nature  draws. 
By  turns  each  melting  heart  beguiles  ; 

While  here  the  manly  father  awes. 
And  there  the  charming  mother  smiles ; 

Both  in  each  look  some  glory  find; 

One  views  him  brave,  the  other  kind. 
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Still  may  your  Heaven  its  smiles  confess^ 
Not  lessen,  nor  augment  their  store, 

Whose  loTC  will  ne'er  behold  them  less. 
Whose  power  can  only  make  them  more  I 

That  joy  to  distant  Time  endures. 

Which  Virtue  gives,  and  Fate  secures* 


ODE  X. 


THE  UlSE  RECALLED. 

cm 

THE   XUPTlALt   OP 

ICRD  nSCCVXT  ALTHORP^ 


A«D 

THl  HOW  MISS  L.^nXIA  BIXGHAM, 
March  6»  1781. 

BY  WILLIAM  JONES,   ESQ^, 


Rfti'RV,  cc>>t-al  N!usc 
B\  \*':'»:>f  brchi  r.r.^crs  o'er  my  infant  head, 
LuV.\t  w  :h  :mn*.ortil  5.  m phony,  were  spread 
FiT>h  i-JiNS  ar.J  fl:*^    c:*  o:  a  thousand  hues  ; 

Return  :   ir.x  c-  •'■if  r.  ".\  ic. 
Cl*.o:*:cvT  uith  s;. ;-..'>  r->  s  i :"  te:r.per'd  fire, 
Wl.vh   n    \stiic*'>  :.-.:  c,  1  icr-dlv  h;:ng, 

Bc.».i  I  rcc'a.r.i:  bi.t,  ih,  SAcet  Maid, 

here:   c\  &.)  p.v"p-.:.."i.s  aid 
>?\  vo  ce  ;stunc'.css>  .mi  m\  harp  unstrur.g. 
In  v^n  \  Ci.l  .  .  .  \»h*t  charm,  vhat  potent  spell 
Shall  Lr.vile  ir.tc  life  t:.e  iw::£*ur.waken*d  shell  f 
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Haste  I  the  well-wrought  basket  bringi 

Which  two  Sister  Graces  wove. 
When  the  Third,  whose  praise  I  sing^ 

Blushing  sought  the  bridal  grovei 
When  the  sIow<*descending  sua 
Gilt  the  bow'rs  of  Wimblidov* 
In  the  vase  mysterious  fling 

Pinks  and  roses  gemmM  with  dew, 

Flow'rs  of  ev'ry  varied  hue, 
Daughters  fair  of  early  Spring, 
Laughing  sweet  with  sapphire  eyet. 
Or  with  Iris*  mingled  dyes : 
Then  around  the  basket  go. 

Tripping  light  with  silent  pace. 
While  with  solemn  voice  and  slow 

Thrice  pronouncing,  thrice  I  trace 
On  the  silken  texture  bright, 
Charafler'd  in  beamy  light. 
Names  ot  more  than  mortal  pow'r, 

Sweetest  influence  to  diffuse. 
Names  that  from  her  shadiest  bow'r 

Draw  the  soft  reluttant  Muse. 

First,  I  with  living  gems  enchase 

The  name  of  Htr^  whom  fur  this  festive  daf 

With  zone  and  mantle  elegantly  gay 
The  Graces  have  adom'd,  herself  a  Grace, 

Mo le:^ WORTH  .  . .  hark  1  a  swelling  note 

Seems  a  Zephyr's  wing  to  float. 


4«  ODfit.  Oit  Xm 

Or  has  vain  Hope  my  flatter*d  sense  beguil'd  I 
Next  Her,  who  braided  many  a  flow'r 
To  deck  her  Sister's  nuptial  bow*r» 

Bingham,  with  gentle  heart  and  aspeA  mild : 
The  charm  prevails  .  • .  I  hear,  I  hear 
Strains  nearer  yet,  and  yet  more  near* 
Still,  ye  Nymphs,  and  Youths,  advance. 

Sprinkle  still  the  balmy  showV, 
Mingle  still  the  mazy  dance, 
Two  names  of  unresisted  pow'r. 

Behold,  in  radiant  characters  I  write : 
O  rise  1  O  leave  thy  secret  shrine. 
For  they,  who  all  thy  nymphal  train  outshine, 

DuNCANN ON,  heav'nly  Muse,  and  Devonshire  in- 
vite. 

Saw  yc  not  yon  mortal  wave  ? 

Heard  ye  not  a  warbled  strain  ? 
Yes !  the  harp,  which  Clio  gave, 
Shall  his  ancient  sound  regain. 
One  dearer  name  remains.    Prepare,  prepare! 
She  comes  .  .  .  how  swift  th'  impatient  air 
Drinks  the  rising  accent  sweet  I 
Soon  the  charm  shall  be  complete. 
Return,  and  wake  the  silent  string ; 
Return,  sweet  Muse,  for  Althorp  bids  me  sing. 
'Tis  she  .  .  .  and,  as  she  smiles,  the  breathing  lyre 
Leaps  from  his  silken  bandS|  and  darts  etherial  fire. 
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Bright  son  of  £v'ning»  lucid  Star^ 

Auspicious  rise  thy  softened  beam^ 
Admir'd  ere  Cynthia's  pearly  car 
O'er  heav'n's  pure  azure  spreads  her  gleam : 

Thou  saw'st  the  blooming  Pair, 

Like  thee  serenely  fair, 
By  love  united  end  the  nuptial  row. 

Thou  seest  the  mirthful  Train 

Dance  to  th'  unlabor'd  strain, 
Seest  bound  with  myrtle  ev'ry  youthful  brow* 
Shine  forth,  ye  silver  eyes  of  Night, 
And  gaze  on  virtues  crown'd  with  treasures  of  del^ht. 

And  thou,  the  golden-tressed  Child  of  Morn, 

Whene'er  thy  all  inspiring  heat 
Bids  bursting  rose-buds  hill  and  mead  adorn. 
See  them  with  ev'ry  gift  that  Jove  bestows. 
With  ev'ry  joy  replete. 
Save  when  they  melt  at  sight  of  human  woes. 

Flow  smoothly,  circling  Hours, 
And  o'er  their  heads  unblended  pleasure  pour; 
Nor  let  your  fleeting  round 
Their  mortal  transports  bound, 
But  fill  their  cup  of  bliss,  eternal  Pow*rs, 

Till  Time  himself  shall  cease,  and  suns  shall  blaze  no 
niore. 

Each  morn,  reclin'd  on  many  a  rose 
Lavinia's  pencil  shall  disclose 
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New  forms  of  dignity  and  grace^ 
Th'  expressive  air,  th*  impassiofi'd  face, 
The  curled  smile,  the  bubbling  tear. 
The  bloom  of  hope,  the  snow  of  fear. 
To  some  poetic  tale  fresh  beauty  give. 
And  bid  the  starting  tablet  live ; 

Or  with  swift  fingers  shall  she  touch  the  strings, 
And  in  the  magic  loom  of  harmony 
Notes  of  such  wond*rous  texture  weave. 
As  lifts  the  soiit  on  seraph  wings. 
Which  as  they  soar  above  the  jasper  sky, 
Below  them  suns  unknown  and  vrorlds  unnumber'd 
leave. 

While  Thou,  by  listening  crowds  approv*d, 
Lov'd  by  the  Muse  and  by  the  Poet  lovM, 
Althorp,  shouldst  emulate  the  fame 
Of  Roman  Patriots  and  th*  Athenian  name ; 
Shouldst  charm  with  full  persuasive  eloquence, 
With  all  thy  Mother's  grace,  and  all  thy  father's 
sense, 
Th*  applauding  Senate  ;  whilst,  above  thy  hcad» 

Exulting  liberty  should  smile, 
Then  bidding  dragon-born  Contention  cease, 
Should  knit  the  dance  with  meek-ey'd  Peace, 
And  by  thy  voice  inipelPd,  should  spread 
An  universal  joy  around  her  cherished  isle. 
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But  ah  I  thy  public  virtues.  Youth,  are  vatn 
In  this  voluptuous,  this  abandoned  age, 
When  Albion's  Sons  with  frantic  rage, 
In  crimes  alone  and  recreant  baseness  bold. 

Freedom  and  concord  with  their  weeping  Train, 
Repudiate ;  slaves  of  vice,  and  slaves  of  gold  I 
They  on  staiy  pinions  sailing 

Through  the  chrystal  fields  of  air. 
Mourn  their  efforts  unavailing, 
Lost  persuasions,  fruitless  care : 
Truth,  Justice,  Reason,  Valour  with  them  fly 
To  seek  a  purer  soil,  a  more  congenial  sky. 


Beyond  the  vast  Atlantic  deep 
A  dome  by  viewless  Genii  shall  be  rais'd. 

The  walls  of  adamant  compa6t  and  steep. 
The  portals  with  sky-tin6hir'd  gems  emblaz'd  : 

There  on  a  lofty  throne  shall  Virtue  stand ; 
To  her  the  Youth  of  Delaware  shall  kneel ; 

And,  when  her  smiles  rain  plenty  o'er  the  land. 
Bow,  Tyrants,  bow  beneath  th'  avenging  steel  I 
Commerce  with  fleets  shall  mock  the  waves, 
And  Arts,  that  flourish  not  with  slaves. 
Dancing  with  ev'ry  Grace,  and  ev'ry  Muse, 
Shall  bid  the  valleys  laugh,  and  heav'niy  beams  dif- 
fuse. 


She  cnx)  i  and  a  itnuige  d«)ight 

Still  vibnici  on  niy  ravish 'd  ear  : 
What  6uod(  of  glory  drown  my  sight  I 

What  icenci  1  view  I  What  ioundi  I  heart 
Thi*  for  my  Friend  .  .  .  but,   gentle  Nymphtt « 

Dare  I  with  apelli  divine  the  Muse  rccallt 

ft  Then,  fatal  Han  rient  rapture  o'er. 

Calm  t  replac  ie  tacred  wall. 

Ah,  see  lio-  ings  the  lyre. 

Not  lightning  no  Iglilt'ring  wirel 

PMe  to  the  brawling  b^i  ai  1  wrangles  high 

nf!|^t-hair'd  Sabrina  calls  a  d  rosy-bosom'd  Wye. 


ODE  XI. 


aiBssaBB 


ON 

THE  BIRTH  OF  A  FIRST  CHILD, 


BY  THE  REV.  DR.  JEFFRY, 

(Late  OetnorCariMe.) 


£xHAU8TED  by  her  painful  throes. 

Let  Nature  take  her  due  repose : 

Sweet,  dearest  Anna,  be  thy  sleep. 

While  I  my  joyful  vigils  keep ; 

O  be  thy  joy  sincere  as  minci 

For  sure  my  pangs  have  equall'd  thine. 

Sleep  on,  and  waking,  thou  shalt  see 
All  that  delights  thy  soul  in  me ; 
Friend,  husband,  and  a  name  most  dear. 
The  &ther  of  thy  new-bom  care; 
As  thou  on  her  thy  eyes  shall  cast, 
Thank  Heaven  for  all  the  danger  past, 

Heaven  for  no  trivial  cause  ordains, 
That  joy  like  this  succeeds  thy  pains, 
But  by  this  sacred  pledge  demands 
A  parent's  duty  at  thy  hands ; 


fhilc  ihou  ihy  inrinl  cliarge  shall  rear, 
My  love  iliall  lightfn  e»ery  care. 

Since  1  before  the  hillowM  shrink. 
First  catl'd  my  dcaml  Aniiji  mine. 
Ne'er  did  my  pulse  so  rapid  move. 
Nor  gM  ""■  '"•'"+  •"!'••  equal  lov^t 
ThiMc  ctti  M  in&nt  lie 

Sliiill  bint.  tye. 

My  partial  eyi  asure  trace 

The  fealurcg  i,  I  face ; 

And  if  kind  H^.  nercy  hear 

The  fondneii  ol  a  iaini./'s  prayer. 
In  hft  may  1  those  manners  see, 
Those  virtues  I  adare  in  thee. 


ODE  xir. 

massssss^sssssssssssssm 


TO 

A  rOUNG  lADT  ON  HER  BlRTHJ^Ar, 


i^om^vais 


BEING   THE   tftiST  OF  APRIL*' 


zc^i 


Let  others  wnte  for  bye-desigit9| 
I  seek  some  moral  in  my  Itnesy 
Which  whosoever  reads  must  bear. 
Or  greatyor  leam'd*  or  yoiuig»  or  fair  i 
Permit  me  then,  with  friendly  lay^ 
To  moralize  your  April  day. 

Checquer'd  your  native  month  appears 
With  sunny  gleams,  and  cloudy  tears ; 
'Tis  thus  the  world  our  trust  beguiles. 
Its  frowns  as  transient  as  its  smiles; 
Nor  pain,  nor  pleasure  long  will  stay. 
For  life  is  but  an  April  day. 

Health  will  not  always  last  in  bloom. 
But  age  or  sickness  surely  come ; 
Are  friends  belov'd  \  why  fate  must  seize 
Or  these  from  you,  or  you  from  these: 
Vol  XF.  E 


Forger  not  earnest  in  your  play, 
For  youili  h  but  an  April  day. 

When  piety  and  fortune  move 
Vour  hearr  to  try  the  bands  of  love, 
As  far  as  duty  gives  you  power. 
Guiltless  enjoy  the  present  Iiour : 


Gather  y 
For  love 

hileyou  may, 
day. 

What  clouds  sc- 
Oh,  may  they  n 
But  virtue's  stro 
The  strongest  temp. 
Calm  may  you  shed 
And  sunshine  end  y 

out  are  seen, 
h  within  1 
ers  bind 
f  the  mind  : 
r  setting  ray,               , 
April  day.                      . 

ODE  xiir. 


ON 

THE  BIRTH-^DAT  OF  FREDERICK, 

PRINCE  OF  WALES,  1739, 
BY  THE  LATE  EARL  NUGENT. 

Fitly  to  hail  this  happy  day^ 
Freedom  demands  a  festal  lay^ 

And  wakes  the  silent  string : 
The  gen'rous  Muse  untaught  to  fear. 
Inspires  what  Britain's  Prince  should  hear^ 

And  Britain's  Bards  should  sing, 

Accurs*d  the  wretches  ever  bt^ 
And  foes  to  sacred  liberty^ 

Who  impious  dare  presume 
To  sooth  his  ear  with  such  a  strain. 
As  better  fits  the  cringing  train. 

The  slaves  uf  France  or  Rome. 

Far  other  speaks  the  voice  of  Truth, 
0 1  may  it  warn  thee,  Royal  Youth  I 

To  fly  base  Flattery's  lore. 
The  syren  sings;  who  listen,  die ; 
Behold  yon  wreck  with  cautious  eye  t 

Nor  trust  the  faithless  shore  I 


5t  opM>       '       ofcjaa: 

And  when  benetdi  thy  comitdM  idgD^ 
Britaia  shall  ^Anm  ftcmAitEtwamp 

Rettnin  thy  powen  idlh  biadiiig  lews  I 
And  gratefiil  owa  the  f^orioHft  CMH^ 
That  lait'd  thy  toepCCf^  liael . 

So  sbalt  thou  earn  imrqua!  fimie^ 
From  biesiingt  deathtea  at*  diy  aame^ 
By  latest  time  eii|joy*d| 

Whiht  gifts  irana  afbkrary  siaajr^ 
Shine  the  vain  pi^gaaati  of  a  day^. 
Hcgleaed  and  destnoym. 

Thy  throne  shall  thua  nffimltfn  tfaocLi; 
Its  ample  base,  a  proqienius  land  %. 

Thy  strength,  a  nation's  mi^t ; 
And  thus  thy  future  race  shall  he 
Safe  in  a  bless'd  necessity. 

Guided  and  rul'd  by  right. 

Let  priests  an  hallow'd  bondage  preach  I 
Let  school-men  earth*born  godhead  teach  I 

Let  loyal  madmen  rave  I 
Wbe  nature  feels,  she  mocks  their  rules; 
And  Uiws  oppressed,  from  diflPrcnt  schoolsi 

Unite  the  free  and  brave. 

So  form'd,  now  shines  the  patriot  band. 
The  guardians  of  a  threaten'd  land, 
Of  Britain  and  her  crown. 
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May  such  adorn  each  future  age. 
Equal  to  stem  wild  fa6tioa's  rage. 
Or  pull  a  tyrant  down  1 

Genius  of  Freedom,  and  of  Peace  1 
Bid  rapine  and  contention  cease  I 

Proteflwhat  you  bestow'dl 
Well  may  a  burdened  realm  complain. 
If,  rescued  from  the  galling  chain j 

She  sinks  beneath  her  load. 


i-*i  iAi^r> 


ODE  XIV. 


OM 

LORD  JUrs  BlRTH^DAr. 

(The  pment  Eari  aTEmL) 


BY  JAMES  BEATTIEy  LL.  D. 


A  Muse,  unskillM  in  venal  praise, 

Unstain'd  with  flattery's  art; 
Who  loves  simplicity  of  lays 

Breath'd  ardent  from  the  heart; 
While  gratitude  and  joy  inspire. 
Resumes  the  long  unpra^lis*d  lyre, 
To  hail,  O  Hay  I  thy  natal  morn: 

No  gaudy  wreath  of  flowers  she  weaves, 

But  twines  with  oak  the  laurel-leaves. 
Thy  cradle  to  adorn. 

For  not  on  beds  of  gaudy  flowers 

Thine  Ancestors  reclin'd  : 
Where  sloth  dissolves,  and  spleen  devours, 
All  energy  of  mind. 
To  hurl  the  dart,  to  ride  the  car, 
To  stem  the  deluges  of  war, 
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And  snatch  from  fate  a  sinking  land 
Trample  th'  invader's  lofty  crest. 
And  from  his  grasp  the  dagger  wrest. 

And  desolating  brand, 

'Twas  this  that  rais*d  th'  illustrious  line 

To  match  the  first  in  £Eime. 
A  thousand  years  have  seen  it  shine 

With  unabated  flame : 
Have  seen  thy  mighty  sires  appear 
Foremost  in  glory's  high  career, 
The  pride  and  pattern  of  the  brave. 

Yet,  pure  from  lust  of  blood  tlicir  fire. 

And  from  Ambition's  wild  desire ; 
They  triumph'd  but  to  save. 

The  Muse  with  joy  attends  their  way. 

The  vales  of  peace  along : 
There  to  its  Lord  the  village  gay 

Exalts  the  grateful  song. 
Yon  castle's  g:littering  towers  contain, 
No  pit  of  wo,  no  clanking  chain ; 
Nor  to  the  suppliant*s  wail  resound : 

The  opening  doors  the  nee^y  bless. 

The  unfriended  hail  their  calm  recess ; 
And  gladness  smiles  around. 

There,  to  the  sympathetic  heart. 

Life's  best  delights  belong: 
To  mitigate  the  mourner's  smart. 

To  guard  the  weak  from  wrong. 
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Let  not  thy  towering  mind  despise 
The  village  and  the  grove 

No  slanderer  there  shall  wound  thy  £nBe ; 
No  ruffian  take  his  deadly  aim ; 
No  rival  weave  the  secret  snare : 
For  Innocence  with  ai^gel-smile, 
Simplicity  that  knows  not  guile. 
And  Love  and  Peace  are  there. 

When  winds  the  mountain  oak  assail. 

And  lay  its  glories  waste  ; 
Content  may  slumber  in  the  vale. 

Unconscious  of  the  blast. 
Through  scenes  of  tumult  while  wc  roam, 
The  hearty  alas  I  is  ne'er  at  home ; 
It  hopes  in  time  to  rove  no  more  : 

The  mariner,  nor  vainly  brave. 

Combats  the  storm,  and  rides  the  wave. 
To  rest  at  last  on  shore. 

Ye  proud,  ye  selfish,  ye  severe. 

How  vain  your  mask  of  state! 
The  good  alone  have  joy  sincere ; 

The  good  alone  are  great  1 
Not  less  when,  in  the  vale  of  peace. 
They  bid  the  plaint  of  sorrow  cease. 
And  hear  tlie  voice  of  artless  praise. 

Than  when,  along  the  trophy *d  plain 

Sublime  they  lead  the  vi6lor  train^ 
While  shouting  nations  gaze. 


> 


ODE  XV. 


OM 

THE  DAT  OF  THE  PUBLICATION 

OP 

MR.  GlBBON'i  CONTINUATION  OF  HIS  HISTORY} 

WHICH   WAS   ALSO   HI!   BIRTH-OAT* 


Br  niLLIAM  HATLBr,  ES^ 


Genii  of  England  and  of  Rome  I 
In  mutual  triumph  here  assume 

The  honours  each  may  claim  I 
This  social  scene  with  smiles  survey  I 
And  consecrate  the  festive  day 

To  friendship  and  to  fame  I 

Enough,  by  desolation's  tide, 
With  anguish,  and  malignant  pride. 

Has  Rome  bewail*d  her  fate; 
And  mourn'd  that  time  in  havock's  hour, 
Dcfac'd  each  monument  of  power 

To  speak  her  truly  great. 
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O'ermaim'd  Polybius,  just  aAd  sage, 
0*er  Livy's  mutilated  page, 

How  deep  was  her  regret  I 
Touch'd  by  this  queen,  in  ruin  grand. 
See !  Glory,  by  an  English  hand, 

Now  pays  a  mighty  debt. 

Lo  t  sacred  to  the  Roman  name. 

And  rais'd,  like  Rome*s  immortal  fame. 

By  genius  and  by  toil,  . 
The  splendid  work  is  crown'd  to-day. 
On  which  oblivion  ne'er  shall  prey. 

Nor  envy  make  her  spoil  1 

England,  exult  1  and  view  not  now 
With  jealous  glance  each  nation's  brow, 

Where  History's  palm  has  spread  I 
In  every  path  of  liberal  art, 
Thy  sons  to  prime  distinflion  start. 

And  no  superior  dread. 

Science  for  thee  a  Newton  rais'd ; 
For  thy  renown  a  Shakspere  blaz*d. 

Lord  of  the  drama's  sphere  I 
In  different  fields  to  equal  praise 
See  History  now  thy  Girbon  raise 

To  shine  without  a  peer  I 
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TO 

MR.  ELLIS, 

0CCA8I0NBD  BY  A  XKAUTIFVL  FAXMTINC 

or 
THE  HON.  GEORGE  WALPOLE, 

ONLY  89N  TO  LOKO  WAX.90L1,  B74<^ 

(And  late  Earl  oTOrfiinl.) 


BY  THE  REV.  THOMAS  NEWCOMB,  M.<  A. 


While  Princes  give  thy  art  applause. 

The  royal  eye  which  oft  beguUes  ; 
While  Frederick  on  thy  canvas  awes, 
'     And  in  thy  frames  Augusta  smites ; 

Blush  not,  fam^d  Artist,  to  descend 
To  forms  as  fair  though  born  less  high ; 

And  the  same  colors  nicely  blend. 
For  William's  and  for  Walpole's  eye. 

Though  beauty's  self  from  thy  soft  draught. 
We  view  more  soft  and  beauteous  still ; 

Once  let  the  poet's  humble  thought 
Diredt  the  painter's  forming  quill. 


tuim 


halafcliinitoU 


Who  the  kMd  frtad  ati  pMrfM 
Just  forni*idt 


ThoK  looks  die  vlqpa'i  «yt  Alt  Uiw 

Tby  hftod  aqr  i«Miip-4Nif  sigr  fHMe  M^ 
What  pcMilt  CHI  ilMte  gtfks  oymsts^ 

Whkh  pkost  and  tOQcfe  ft  IMMafs  hnm  f 

'Tis  thine  to  point  yoath^  native  fifv. 
On  beauty's  cheek  the  bhish  to  raise; 

'Tis  ours  each  yirtue  to  inspire. 
To  lend  the  gift,  and  after,  praise. 

Mankind  may  own  the  piece  entire. 
The  Muses'  shill,  and  thine  adimt; 

Beauty  with  sense  could  they  admire. 
Good-nature  join'd  with  manly  wit. 

When  thus  the  sister-arts  unite. 

And  make  some  favorite  form  their  carp. 
Each  eye  the  image  must  delight, 
^y  turns  presented  kind  and  fair, 
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To  paint  each  heavenly  feature  true^ 
By  men,  by  Gods,  to  be  admir*d  \^ 

Apelles  thus  liis  Venus  drew. 
Just  as  great  Homer's  thought  inspired* 

With  silent  pace  life  steals  away ; 

What  then,  lov'd  Artist,  can  we  choose^ 
Thus  frail,  to  save  us  from  decay. 

But  thou  a  Pencil,  I  a  Muse  \ 

In  this  lov*d  Youth  we  each  may  live, 
When  Time  has  eat  our  crumbling  bust  j 

And  the  short  praise  our  marbles  give 
Is,  with  the  arch,  overwhelmed  with  dust. 

To  distant  times  his  deathless  name 
May  ours,  however  mean,  convey ; 

While  thus  we  give  a  meaner  fame^ 
A  nobler  only  to  enjoy. 

The  feather  thus  unmark'd  before, 

Reaching  the  eagle  as  he  flies, 
Is,  with  the  arrow,  upward  bore 

By  Jove's  great  bird  above  the  skies. 

Unless  we  then  extend  our  span. 

By  some  fair  deeds  of  virtuous  fame. 

The  life  Heaven  gives  to  wretched  man 
Is  lost — and  scarce  deserves  a  name. 
Vol,  XV.  F 


TlMNiilidMr 
SMnriffc^  to  bks  the  warid,  M 


When  the  grett  Patriot  of  bb 
Late  shall  assert  his  native  sphere  ; 

When  enTj  shall  no  more  debase 
His  fame,  or  rage  restrain  its  tear; 

When  one  is  lost — to  fill  our  eyes 
With  gladness  and  our  joy  reoew^ 

We  Tiew  another  Walpole  rise. 
And  thank  thy  pencil  for  the  view. 

His  youth  and  smiles,  which  now  demand 
My  numbers  and  thy  rival  art; 

To  draw  his  looks  the  Painter's  hand. 
The  Muses'  skill  to  shew  his  heart ; 
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.  When  lost  ill  time,  and  ripening  years 

i  ci 11  ^«^-.  u:« 4, i_i 


I 


Shall  once  his  country  save  or  bless, 
And  claimed  by  Fate  make  Britain's  tears 
For  her  lov'd  dying  guardians  less. 

A  fairer  piece  thy  thought  shall  feign, 
The  Muse  a  nobler  gift  shall  bring. 

When,  in  some  future  Brunswic*s  reign^ 
You  draw  the  Patriot  which  1  sing. 


t ... 


.  ".' 


ODE  tVli. 


AM 


AS  JEOLUS*s  H4XP, 


m  • 


TO  THB  ViscouitTxti  nwiM; 

(Wl-l— ■  II  Hi  I.) 


ujsair,  jL  ML 


wraMKBr.wtL 


Yit,  magic  lyret  now  all  complete 

Thy  slender  frame  retpoodTe  ringi^ 
While  kindred  notes  with  undulation  sweet 

Accordant  wake  from  all  thf  Tocal  strings. 
Go  then  to  her,  whose  soft  request 

Bade  my  blest  hands  thy  form  prepare ; 
Ahy  gOy  and  sweetly  sooth  her  tender  breast 

With  many  a  warble  wild,  and  artless  air. 
For  know,  full  oft,  while  o'er  the  mead 

Bright  June  extends  her  fragrant  reign. 
The  Fair  shall  place  thee  near  her  slumb*ring  head 

To  court  the  gales  that  cool  the  sultry  plain. 
Then  shall  the  Sylphs  and  Sylphids  bright. 

Mild  Genii  all,  to  whose  high  care 
Her  virgin  charms  are  giv'n,  in  circling  flight 

Skim  sportive  round  thee  in  the  fields  of  air. 
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Some,  flutt'ring  'mid  thy  trembling  strings. 

Shall  catch  the  rich  melodious  spoil, 
And  lightly  brush  thee  with  their  purple  wings, 

To  aid  the  zephyrs  in  their  tuneful  toil ; 
While  others  check  each  ruder  gale. 

Expel  rough  Boreas  from  the  sky. 
Nor  let  a  breeze  its  heaving  breath  exhale. 

Save  such  as  softly  pant,  and  panting  die« 
Then,  as  thy  swelling  accents  rise. 

Fair  Fancy,  waking  at  the  sound. 
Shall  paint  bright  visions  on  her  raptur'd  eyes. 

And  waft  her  spirits  to  enchanted  ground. 
To  myrtle  groves,  Elysian  greens, 

•Mid  which  some  fav'rite  youth  shall  rove. 
Shall  meet,  shall  lead  her  through  the  glitt'ring  scenes. 

And  all  be  music,  ecstacy,  and  love. 


mr  TMM  M£r.  dabiml  rmjnr^ 


HovshontiKMi 

AfftBt  oiviKl  ■ 
Wliat  ¥oioc  witn  e^nal  uMM^pit 

Thine  and  the  sacred  Organ*s  praise  I 
Oh !  might  the  numbers  flow  Kith  case. 

As  thou  our  spirits  dost  command. 
Which  riic  and  fail  by  ji:5t  degrees. 

Each  soul  obsequious  to  thy  hand  I 

With  joy  and  wonder  fill'dy  we  seem 
Borne  by  the  swelling  sound  on  high. 

Like  Jacob  in  his  blissful  dream. 
All  Heaven  approaching  to  descry  I 

Now  in  more  lengthenM  notes,  and  slow. 
We  hear,  inspiring  sacred  dread. 

The  deep  majestic  Organ  blow, 
Symbol  of  sounds  that  rouse  the  dead  I 
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A  pleasing  horror  Blls  the  dome  I 
The  statue^  o'er  each  antique  tomb, 
Attentive  look  I  while  we  like  them  become  1 
See  1  All,  resembling  statues,  stand. 
Enchanted  by  thy  magic  hand  1 
A  solemn  pause  ensues— • 
All  things  are  hush'd,  and  every  breath 
Seems  stopp'd  as  in  the  arms  of  death  1 
Each  restless  Passion  softly  luird  to  peace. 
And  silent  Thought  seems  only  not  to  cease  I 
How  dreadful  is  this  place  I  What  holy  fear 
Thrills    through    our    shuddering     veins  1    Hail, 

heavenly  choir. 
That  round  th'  Eternal  sing  I  for  surely  here 
Jehovah  is  I  far,  ye  Profane,  retire. 
Again  we  hear  1  and  silence  now  is  drown*d 
In  rapturous  notes,  and  extacy  of  sound  I 


Fix'd  in  one  solid  stedfast  gaze. 
The  rustic  hind,  a  human  brute. 

Devours  the  sounds  in  deep  amaze. 
Entranced,  immoveable,  and  mute. 

His  wakening  soul  begins  to  guess 
Some  God  within  that  frame  must  dwell. 

Now  full  convinced  that  nothing  less 
Could  speak  so  sweet,  so  wondrous  welU 


^ 


What  sacred  rage  their  breast  alamu, 

Wlioie  more  than  barbaioitt  zeal  escUiiiB 
^     A|[ai     t  lite  loft  per&uasiTC  charms 
^^     Ol     4h»C,  wfaicii  ihesiivage  lamrs  r 

Sucli  (hey  that  tore  Ihe  Thradsn  Bard, 
And  with  iheir  fmnlic  chtnor  drowti'd 

What  woods  and  Tty-        ih  rapture  heard, 
Beih  Voice  and  melodious  soundly 

^&  Z**a  me,  untaught  1  !ce  to  raise, 

^T      Wont  ttill  to  haunt '  silent  boner. 

Thy  notes  provoke  to  ;  iheir  praise, 

Andohl  Ihatiheyin  ir'd  the  powerl  1 

Bui  as  ih'  unheeded  numbers  flow. 
Thy  skill  no  sooner  ihey  rehearK, 

Than  (as  too  groveling  all  and  low] 
My  heighten 'd  fancy  scorns  the  vcis«. 

Thus  the  fond  bird  whom  shade  aod  silence  cbeera, 
Some  great  musician's  varied  solo  heari,     '    < 
Her  little  soul  alarm'd,  his  notes  essays, 
She  sings  alternate  as  the  artist  plays : 
Warbling  she  strives,  each  modulation  tries. 
Till  tir'diherweakningsdroopiandgriev'd,  she  dietl 
In  Roman  strains  this  Strada  sweetly  sung, 
Stit  sweeter  Philips  in  our  ruder  tongue. 
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While  blest  with  thy  celestial  airs. 
How  vain  we  count  the  views  of  life^ 

The  miser's  hopes,  the  lover's  cares. 
Domestic  feuds,  and  public  strife  I 

No  more  amus'd  with  gaudy  sights. 
The  world  seems  now  to  disappear. 

While  sound  alone  the  soul  delights. 
Which  ravish'd  would  for  ever  hear  I 

Thy  music,  like  the  sacred  page. 
Tempers  the  fierce,  uplifts  the  faint. 

Composes  youth,  enlivens  age, 
Th' obdurate  melts,  inflames  the  saint  I 

Each  now  refin'd  from  low  desires, 
Rais'd  high  by  thee,  and  nobler  grown^ 

His  elevated  thought  admires. 
And  feels  a  spirit  not  his  own  ! 

But  who  can  paint  the  Poet's  fires  ? 

How  are  life's  feeble  strings  oppress'd 
With  the  strong  rage  thy  touch  inspires, 

While  glowing  transports  swell  his  breast  ? 

Rising  with  thy  exalted  strain. 
His  labouring  soul  now  fain  would  fly, 

Fain  would  shake  off  this  mortal  chain. 
And  reascend  its  native  sky  I 


'I  hus  led  by  Maro'*  Muse  lo  Cnnu's 
Wc  hMr  Ihe  Maid  intpir'd  divinely  r 
Her  changing  color  and  disufdcr'd  hair 
Raptures  loofresl  W  be  *uttain'd  declare  t 
Wlih  heiglilciiM  fcatiirci,  and  wild  paring  cja, 
Panting  fcr  bmih,  "  Tlie  God,  the  Gi)d  I"  ih( 

Tlic  voice  not  hers,  and  mif.e  tliaii  mortal  gound, 
From  vault  to  vault  like  thunder  echuci  roui 


llarkt  Cornet  and  Crei    inajoin. 
Deep  Diapason  and  Buisoon, 

With  Flute  and  Voice  human,  divine  I 
A  choir  ol  ii^slrumcntj  in  one  I 

Now  loud  stll  iiops  in  concerts  blow  I 
By  tlK  harmonious  whirlwind  driven. 
Our  soult  are  ravish'd  iiito  Ueaiv«n, 

J^nd  Mcm  to  tpurn  the  norld  below  1 


I 


BIe»t  amblem  of  seraphic  joys  I 

Where  various  forms  and  powers  combine 
In  harmony  of  thought  and  voice, 

While  all  to  hymn  their  Sovereign  joiik  1 
But  man,  unhappy  man,  whose  mind 

In  the  same  Heaven  was  fram'd  for  peaoei 
Varies  discordant,  like  the  wind, 
.    Whom  God  aor  Sovereign  long  can  please. 
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Swoll'n  thoughts  in  his  tumultuous  soul 
Now  like  the  troubled  billows  roll ; 

Becalm'dj  they  now  to  spleen  subside. 
Now,  languid,  as  the  ebbing  tide  I 

Yet  as  thy  volant  touch  pursues 
Through  all  proportions  low  and  high 

The  wondrous  fugue,  it  peace  renews 
Serene  as  the  unsullied  sky. 

Gladsome,  as  when  Aurora's  cheerful  beams 
Dispel  vain  phantoms  and  delusive  dreams. 
Th'  attending  Graces  with  thy  fingers  move, 
And  as  they  interweave  the  various  notes. 
Concord  and  ease,  delight  and  purest  love. 
Flow  where  the  undulating  music  floats  I 
Base  spirits  fly  ;  and  all  is  Holy  ground 
Within  the  circle  of  the  sacred  sound  1 


See  I  Discord  of  her  rage  disarm'd. 

Relenting,  calm,  and  bland  as  Peace ; 
Ev*n  restless  noisy  Faction  charm*d. 

And  Envy  forc*d  thy  skill  to  bless  I 
Here  Phrenzy  and  distra6led  Care 

Pleas'd  and  compos'd  would  ever  dwell; 
While  joys,  unknown  till  now  they  share. 

And  feel  a  Heaven  possess'd  for  Hell  I 
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ODE  XIX. 


OCCASIONED  BY   SXADING 

MR.  fFEST's  TRANSLATION  OF  PINDAR. 


BY  THE  REV.  J.  WARTON,  D.  £). 


Albion,  exult !  thy  sons  a  voice  divine  have  heard » 
The  man  of  Thebes  hath  in  thy  vales  appeared  I 
Hark !  with  fresh  rage  and  undiminishM  fire. 
The  sweet  enthusiast  smites  the  British  lyre ; 
The  sounds  that  echoed  on  Alph^us*  streams 
Reach  the  delighted  ear  of  listening  Thames : 
Lo  I  swift  across  the  dusty  plain 
Great  Theron's  foaming  coursers  strain  I 
What  mortal  tongue  e^er  roU'd  along 
Such  full  impetuous  tides  of  nervous  song  I 

The  fearful,  frigid  lays  of  cold  and  creeping  Art, 
Nor  touch,  nor  can  transport  th'  unfeeling  heart  j 
Pindar,  our  inmost  bosom  piercing,  warms 
With  glory's  love,  and  eager  thirst  of  arms; 
When  Freedom  speaks  in  his  majestic  strain^ ' 
The  patriot-passions  beat  in  every  vein  : 


We  long  to  sit  with  heroes  old, 
'Mill  grorci  ol  vegeiiible  gold. 
Where  Cailmii*  and  Acliillcv  dnell, 
'  'And  itill  or  ilariDg  deed)  and  dangers  tell. 

Away,  ener?»ic  birdu,  away, 

WIra  ipin  llie  eoiirtly,  iilken  lay, 
A»  wrentfis  for  same  vain  I^iuia'  head. 

Or  mourn  lome  sott  Adonis  dead  : 
Nu  more  your  puHsli'd  lyrics  boast. 
In  British  Pindar'*  sirength  o'erwlielni'd  and  lo!l  i 
Ast  welt  might  j'e  compare 
Theglimmetings  of  a  waien  flame, 
(Emblem  of  vftse  correflly  lame) 
To  hii  0*11  Aetna's  sulphur-spouling  caves, 
Whento  Heav'n's  vault  the  fiery  deluge  ravea. 
When  clouds  and  burning  rocks  dart  thro*  ihe  trou- 
bled air. 

In  roaring  cataracts  down  Andes'  channel'd  steepa 
Mark  how  enormous  Orellana  sweeps  I 

Monarch  of  roighiy  floods  I  supremely  strong. 
Foaming  from  did"  10  cliff  he  whirls  along, 
Swoln  with  an  hundred  hills'  colle£)ed  snows  ; 
Thence  over  nameless  regions  widely  flows. 
Round  fragrant  isles,  and  citron- groves, 
Where  still  the  naked  Indian  roves. 
And  safely  builds  his  leafy  bow'r. 
From  slavery  f.ir,  and  curst  Iberi.ni  poircr. 
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So  rapid  Pindar  flows. — O  parent  of  the  lyre, 
Let  me  for  ever  thy  sweet  sons  admire  I 
O  ancient  Greece,  but  chief  the  bard  whose  lays 
The  matchless  tale  of  Troy  divine  emblaze ; 
And  next  Euripides,  soft  pity's  priest, 
Who  melts  in  useful  woes  the  bleeding  breast; 
And  him,  who  paints  th'  incestuous  king. 
Whose  soul  amaze*and  horror  wring; 
Teach  me  to  taste  their  charms  refin'd. 
The  richest  banquet  of  th*  enraptur'd  mind  I 

For  the  blest  man,  the  Muse's  child. 
On  whose  auspicious  birth  she  smil'd, 
Whose  soul  she  form'd  of  purer  fire. 
For  whom  she  tun'd  a  golden  lyre. 
Seeks  not  in  fighting  fields  renown  : 
No  widows*  midnight  shrieks,  nor  burning  town, 
The  peaceful  poet  please ; 
Nor  ceaseless  toils  for  sordid  gains, 
Nor  purple  pomp,  nor  wide  domains, 
Nor  heaps  of  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  statesman's 

schemes, 
Nor  all  deceived  Ambition's  feverish  dreams. 
Lure  his  contented  heart  from  the  sweet  vale  of  ease. 


ODE  XX- 


TO 


I  HE  CEXICS  OF  SHJKSPERE. 


BY  JOHN  OGILVIE,  D.  D. 


Raft  from  the  glance  of  mortal  eye. 

Say,  bursts  ihy  Genius  to  the  world  of  light? 

Seeks  it  \on  star- bespangled  sky  ? 
Or  skims  its  fiolds  with  rapid  flight  ? 

Or  nuvi*  \c-i  r  1.1:115  uliere  Fancy  stravs. 
Courts  it  the  ba!:r.y-breathing  gale  ? 
Or  vvl.cro  t!;o  v iv.lv? t  pale 
Droops  o'er  t'.e  green-embroidcr'd  stream  ? 
Or  wl'.erc  nou:^i;  Zephyr  stirs  the  rustling  sprays, 
Lies  -i.'i  dis<olv'd  \\\  rairy  dream  ? 
O'er  vo'i  'j'.cwk  desert's  ii'.hcqiicnted  round 

See'sr  tliou  v%  hero  naturj  treads  the  decp'ninggloom, 
Sits  on  yon  l\jary  to'.VT  with  ivy  crcwnM, 

Or  wi'.v^.lv  wails  o'er  thv  lamented  tomb: 
Hear'st  tho.i  the  solemn  music  wiad  along  ? 
Or  liuills  liie  w-ibiin  '  w^j^c  in  tliv  mcl'.iflLi'  1:3  song  ? 
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Oft  while  on  earth  *twas  thine  to  rove 

Where'er  the  wild-ey'd  Goddess  lov'd  to  roam, 
To  trace  serene  the  gloomy  grove. 

Or  haunt  meek  Quietus  simple  dome ; 
Still  hovering  round  the  Nine  appear, 
That  pour  the  souU transporting  strain; 
Join'd  to  the  Loves'  gay  train, 
The  loose -rob'd  Graces  crown'd  with  flow'rs, 
The  light  wing'd  Gales  that  lead  the  vernal  Year, 

And  wake  the  rosy-featur'd  Hours. 
O'er  all  bright  Fancy's  beamy  radiance  shone, 

How  flamM  thy  bosom  as  her  charms  reveal  I 
Her  fire-clad  eye  sublime,  her  starry  zone, 

Her  tresses  loose  that  wanton'd  on  the  gale ; 
On  thee  the  Goddess  6x'd  her  ardent  look. 
Then  fromher  glowing  lips  these meltingaccents  broke: 

*  To  thee,  my  favourite  Son,  belong 

*  The  lays  that  steal  the  listening  hour; 
'  To  pour  the  rapture-darting  song, 

•  To  paint  gay  Hope's  elysian  bower. 

<  From  Nature's  hand  to  snatch  the  dart, 
«  To  cleave  with  pangs  the  bleeding  heart ; 

•  Or  lightly  sweep  the  trembling  string, 

*  And  call  the  Loves  with  purple  wing 

•  From  the  blue  deep,  where  they  dwell 
«  With  Naiads  in  the  pearly  cell, 

'  Soft  on  the  sea-bom  Goddess  gaze ; 
'  Or  in  the  loose  robe's  floating  maze 
Vol.  Xf".  G 
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*  DissolvM  in  downy  slumbers  rest ;  \ 

*  Or  flutter  o*er  her  panting  breast.  j 

*  Or  wild  to  nielt  the  yielding  soul^ 

*  Let  sorrow  clad  in  sable  stole 
*  Slow  to  thy  musing  thought  appear  ; 

«  Or  pensive  Pity  pale ; 
*  Or  Love's  desponding  tale 
*  Call  from  th'  intcnder'd  heart  the  sympathetic  tear.* 

Say,  whence  the  magic  of  thy  mind  } 

Why  thrills  thy  music  on  the  springs  of  thought? 
Why,  at  thy  pencil's  touch  refin'd, 

Staits  into  life  the  glowing  draught  ? 
On  yonder  fairy  carpet  laid. 

Where  Beauty  pours  eternal  blooniy 
And  Zephyr  breathes  perfume ; 
There  nightly  to  tlie  tranced  eye 
Profuse  i!ie  radiaiu  Goddess  stood  display'd. 
With  all  her  S'.niling  Offspring  nigh. 
Sudden  th.e  mantling  cliff,  the  arching  wood. 

The  broider'd  mead,  the  landskip,  and  the  grove. 
Hills,  vales,  and  sky-dipt  seas,  and  torrents  rude. 
Grots,  rills,  and  shades,  and  bovvers  that  breath'd 
of  love. 
All  burst  to  sight  I — while  glancing  on  the  view, 
Titania's  sporting  Train  brushM  lightly  o'er  the  dew. 

The  pale-ey'd  Genius  of  the  shade 

Led  thy  bold  step  to  Prosper  magic's  bower ; 
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Whose  voice  the  howling  winds  obey'dy 
Whose  dark  spell  chaiii'd  the  rapid  hour : 
Then  rose  serene  the  sea-girt  isle ; 

Gay  scenes  by  Fancy's  touch  refin*d 
Glow'd  to  the  musing  mind : 
Such  visions  bless  the  hermit's  dreanii 
When  hov'ring  Angels  prompt  his  placid  smile, 

Or  paint  some  high  ecstatic  theme. 
Then  flam*d  Miranda  on  th*  enraptur'd  gaze. 

Then  saiPd  bright  Ariel  on  the  Bat*s  fleet  wing : 
Or  starts  the  listening  throng  in  still  amaze  1 

The  wild  note  trembling  on  th*  aerial  string  I 
The  form  in  heav*n's  resplendent  vesture  gay 
Floats  on  the  mantling  cloud,  and  pours  the  melting  lay. 

O  lay  me  near  yon  limpid  stream, 

Whose  murmur  soothes  the  ear  of  wo  I 
There  in  some  sweet  poetic  dream 

Let  Fancy's  bright  Elysium  glow  I 
*Tis  done  : — o'er  all  the  blushing  mead 
The  dark  wood  shakes  his  cloudy  head ; 
Below,  the  lily- fringed  dale 
Breathes  its  mild  fragrance  on  the  gale ; 
While  in  pastime  all-unseen, 
Titania  rob'd  in  mantle  green 
Sports  on  the  mossy  bank: — her  Train 
Skims  light  along  the  gleaming  plain; 
Or  to  the  flutt'ring  breeze  unfold 
The  blue  wing  streak'd  with  beamy  gold  j 
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Itt  pinions  opening  to  tlie.U|^ 
6ay»  bunts  the  vision  on  my  si^it  I 
Ah,  nol  by  Shakspere's  pencil  dnnra 
The  beauteous  shapes  appear  ^ 
While  ineek«eyed  Cynthhi  near 
Illumes  with  streamy  ray  the  Sjlfer^mmdcd  kmh 

ButharkI  the  .tempest  howls  a&rl 

Bursts  the  loud  whirlwind  o*er  the  piffilcsi  Mriri 
What  Cherub  blows  the  trump  of  war  f 
What  Demon  rides  the  stormy  blast  I  i 

Red  from  the  lightning's  livid  bine. 

The  bleak  heath  rushes  on  the  si^  I 
Then  wrspt  in  sudden  night 
Dissolves.— But  ah  I  what  kingly  form 
Roams  the  lone  desert's  desolated  maaet 

Unaw'd  I  nor  heeds  the  sweeping  storm* 
Ye  wan»ey*d  lightniniiis  spare  the  cheek  of  age! 
Vain  wish; — though  anguish  leaves  the  burstiog 
groan. 
Deaf  as  the  flint,  the  marble  ear  of  Rage 

Hears  not  the  mourner's  unavailing  moan : 
Heart-pierc'd  he  bleeds,  and  stung  with  wild  despair 
Bares  his  time-blasted  head,  and  tears  his  silver  haift 

Lo  1  on  yon  long-resounding  shore. 

Where  the  rock  totters  o'er  the  headlong  deep; 
What  phantoms  bath'd  in  infant  gore 

Stand  muttering  on  the  dizzy  steep  I 
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Their  murmur  shakes  the  Zephyr's  wing ; 
The  storm  obeys  their  powerful  spell  | 
See,  from  his  gloomy  cell 

Fierce  Winter  starts  I  his  scowling  eye 
Bloats  the  fair  mantle  of  the  breathing  Spring, 

And  lowers  along  the  ruffled  sky. 
To  the  deep  vault  the  yelling  Harpies  run, 

Its  yawning  mouth  receives  th'  infernal  crew. 
Dim  thro*  the  black  gloom  winks  the  glimmering  sun, 

And  the  pale  furnace  gleams  with  brimstone  blue. 
Hell  howls :  and  fiends  that  join  the  dire  acclaim 
Dance  on  the  bubbling  tide,  and  point  the  livid  flame. 

But  ah  !  on  sorrow's  cypress  bough 

Can  Beauty  breathe  her  genial  bloom  i 
On  Death's  cold  cheek  will  passion  glow? 

Or  Music  warble  from  the  tomb  i 
There  sleeps  the  Bard,  whose  tuneful  tongue 
Pour'd  the  full  stream  of  mazy  song. 
Young  Spring,  with  lip  of  ruby,  here 
Showers  from  her  lap  the  blushing  year; 
While  along  the  turf  reclin'd. 
The  loose  wing  swimming  on  the  wind. 
The  Loves  with  forward  gesture  bold. 
Sprinkle  the  sod  with  spangling  gold ; 
And  oft  the  blue-eyed  graces  trim 
Dance  lightly  round  on  downy  limb ; 
Oft  too,  when  Eve  demure  and  still 
Chequers  the  green  dale's  purling  rill| 
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FOR  MUSIC, 

— —         I  ■ ■  ■  ■  I.  I  a 

PgRPOftMED 

AT  THE  THEATRE  IN  OXFORD, 

ON    THE    SECOND    OF    JULY,    I75I> 


BEING  THE  ANNIVERSARY  APPOINTED  BY  THE 
LATE  LORD  CREW,  BISHOP  OF  DURHAM, 

For  the  Commemoration  of  Benefadors  to  the  Uoivenity. 


BY  THE  REV.  T.  WAKTON^  B»D. 

Where  shall  the  Muse,  that  on  the  sacred  shell 
Of  men  in  arts  and  arms  renowned 
The  solemn  strain  delights  to  swell ; 
O  \  where  shall  Clio  choose  a  race. 

Whom  fame  with  every  laurel,  every  grace, 

Like  those  of  Albion's  envied  isle,  has  crown*d? 
Daughter  and  mistress  of  the  sea. 
All  honorM  Albion,  hail  I 

Where'er  thy  commerce  spreads  the  swelling  satl. 
Ne'er  shall  she  find  a  land  like  thee. 
So  brave,  so  learned,  and  so  free^ 
AlUhonor'd  Albion,  hail  I 
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But  in  th^  princely  land  of  all  that's  good  and  gmt, 
Would  Clio  seek  the  most  distinguish'd  seat. 
Most  blest,  where  all  is  so  sublimely  blest. 
That  with  superior  grace  o'erlooks  the  rest, 
Dke  a  rich  gem  in  circling  gold  enshrinM ; 
Where  Isis*  waters  wind 
Along  the  sweetest  shore 
That  ever  felt  fair  Culture's  hands. 
Or  Spring's  embroiderM  mantle  wore, 
Lol  where  majestic  Oxford  stands ; 

Virtue's  awful  throne  I 
Wisdom's  immortal  source  I 
Thee  well  her  best  belov'd   may  boasting  Albion 
own, 
Whence  each  fair  purpose  of  ingenuous  praise, 
All  that  in  thought  or  deed  divine  is  deem'd, 
In  one  unbounded  tide,  one  unremitted  course, 
From  age  to  age  has  still  successive  stream'd; 
Where  Learning  and  where  Liberty  have  nurst 
For  those  that  in  their  ranks  have  shone  the  first, 
Their  most  luxuriant  growth  of  ever-blooming  bays. 

In  ancient  days,  when  she  the  queen  enda'd 

With  more  than  female  fortitude, 
Bonduca  led  her  painted  ranks  to  fight : 
Oft-times  in  adamantine  arms  array*d, 
Pallas  descended  from  the  realms  of  light, 
Imperial  Britonesse!  thy  kindred  aid. 
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As  once,  all  glowing  from  the  well -fought  day^ 
The  goddess  sought  a  cooling  stream, 

By  chance,  inviting  with  their  glassy  gleam, 

Fair  Isis*  waters  flow'd  not  far  away. 
Eager  she  view'd  the  wave, 
On  the  cool  bank  she  bar*d  her  breast, 

To  the  soft  gale  her  locks  ambrosial  gave ; 
And  thus  the  watry  nymph  addrest : 
Hear,  gentle  nymph,  whoe'er  thou  art, 
Thy  sweet  refreshing  stores  impart : 
A  Goddess  from  thy  mossy  brink 
Asks  of  thy  crystal  stream  to  drink : 
Lo  1  Pallas  asks  the  friendly  gift; 
Thy  coral-crowned  tresses  lift. 
Rise  from  the  wave,  propitious  power, 
O  listen  from  thy  pearly  bower  1 

Her  accents  Isis*  calm  attention  caught. 
As  lonesome,  in  her  secret  cell. 
In  ever-varying  hues,  as  mimic  fancy  taught, 
She  rang'd  the  many-tin6lur'd  shell : 
Then  from  her  work  arose  the  Nais  mild ; 
She  rose,  and  sweetly  smil*d 
With  many  a  lovely  look. 
That  whisper'd  soft  consent : 
She  smil'd,  and  gave  the  Goddess  in  her  flood 
To  dip  her  casque,  tho'  dy'd  in  recent  blood ; 
While  Pallas,  as  the  boon  she  took. 
Thus  pour'd  the  grateful  sentiment. 
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For  this,  thy  flood  the  fairest  nanie 
Of  all  Britannia's  streams  shall  glide. 
Best  favourite  of  the  sons  of  fame. 
Of  every  tuneful  breast  the  pride  : 
For  on  thy  borders,  bounteous  queen. 
Where  now  the  cowslip  paints  the  green 
With  unregarded  grace, 
Her  wanton  herds  where  nature  feeds. 
As  lonesome  o*er  the  breezy  reeds 

She  bends  her  silent  pace ; 
Lo  1  there,  to  Wisdom's  goddess  dear 
A  far-fam'd  city  shall  her  turrets  rear. 
There  all  her  force  shall  Pallas  prove ; 
Of  classic  leaf  with  every  crown, 
Each  olive,  meed  of  old  renown. 
Each  ancient  wreath,  which  Athens  wove, 
I'll  bid  her  blooming  bowers  abound  ; 
And  Oxford's  sacred  seats  shall  tower 
To  thee,  mild  Nais  of  the  flood, 
The  trophy  of  my  gratitude  I 
The  temple  of  my  power  1 

Nor  was  the  pious  promise  vain  ; 
Soon  illustrious  Alfred  came, 
And  pitch'd  fair  Wisdom's  tent  on  Isis*  plenteous 
plain. 
Alfred,  on  thee  shall  all  the  muses  wait, 
Alfred,  majestic  name! 
Of  all  our  praise  the  spring  I 
Thee  all  thy  sons  shall  sing. 
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Dcck'd  with  the  martial  and  the  civic  wreath  : 
In  notes  most  awful  shall  the  trumpet  breathe 
o  thee,  great  Romulus  of  Learning*s  richest  state. 

Nor  Alfred's  bounteous  hand  alone, 

Oxford,  thy  rising  temples  own : 

Soon  many  a  man  munificent, 
he  prince,  the  prelate,  laurel-crown*d  crowd. 
Their  ample  bounty  lent 

To  build  the  beauteous  monument. 
That  Pallas  vow'd. 

And  now  she  lifts  her  head  sublime 

Majestic  in  the  moss  of  time; 

Nor  wants  there  Grecia's  better  part, 

*Mid  the  proud  piles  of  ancient  art. 

Whose  fretted  spires,  with  ruder  hand, 

Wain  fleet  and  Wickham  bravely  plann'd; 

Nor  decent  Doric  to  dispense 

New  charms  'mid  old  magnificence ; 

And  here  and  there  soft  Corinth  weaves 

Her  daedal  coronet  of  leaves ; 
7hile,  as  with  rival  pride  their  towers  invade  the  sky, 

Radcliffe  and  Bodley  seem  to  vie. 

Which  shall  deserve  the  foremost  place. 

Or  Gothic  strength,  or  Attic  grace. 

O  Isis  1  ever  will  I  chant  thy  praise  : 

Not  that  thy  sons  have  struck  the  golden  lyre 
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With  hands  most  ikBliil  |  have  tfadrbramo* 

twin'd 
With  every  fairest  flower  of  HelSoooy  ^ 
The  sweetest  swans  of  all  fh'  harmomoiB  (Mr; 

Have  bad  the  miinog  mind 
Of  every  science  pieroe  Che  pathless  Wiyi, 
And  from  the  rest  the  wreatii  of  wisdom  woni 
But  that  thy  sons  have  dar'd  to  leel 
For  Freedom*s  cause  a  sacred  seal ; 
With  British  breast»  and  patriot  pride^ 
Have  still  Corruption's  cup  defy*d  { 
In  dangerous  days  untaught  to  fear. 
Have  held  the  name  of  honor  dear. 

But  chief  of  this  illustrious  day. 
The  Muse  her  loudest  Paeans,  loves  to  pay. 

Ere  while  she  strove  with  accents  weaJc 

In  vain  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme ; 
At  lengthy  by  better  days  of  bounty  cheer'd. 
She  dares  unfold  her  wing. 

Hail  hour  of  transport  most  sublime  I 
In  which,  the  man  rever'd 

Immortal  Crew  commands  to  sing. 
And  gives  the  pipe  to  breathe,  the  string  to  speak. 

Blest  prelate,  hail  1 
Most  pious  patron,  most  triumphant  theme ; 
From  whose  auspicious  hand 
On  I  sis'  towers  new  beauties  beam. 
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New  praise  her  nursing  fathers  gain  5 
Immortal  Crew  ! 
Blest  prelate,  hail  1 
Ev*n  now  fir'd  Fancy  sees  thee  lead 
To  Fame's  high-seated  fane 

The  shouting  band  1 
O'er  every  hallowed  head 
Fame's  choicest  wreaths  she  sees  thee  spread 
Alfred  superior  smiles  the  solemn  scene  to  view ; 
And  bids  tlie  Goddess  lift 

Her  loudest  trumpet  to  proclaim, 
O  Crew  !  thy  consecrated  gift. 
And  echo  with  his  own  in  social  strains  thy  name* 
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RECITATIVE. 

Here  all  thy  aflive  fires  difTusey 

Thou  genuine  British  Muse  ; 

Hitlicr  descend  from  yonder  orient  sky, 

Cloth'd  in  thy  Heav'n-wove  robe  of  harmony* 

AIR  I. 

Come,  imperial  Qiicen  of  song, 
Come  with  all  that  free-born  grace. 

Which  lifts  thee  from  the  servile  throng. 
Who  meanly  mimic  thy  majestic  pace  i 
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That  glance  of  dignity  divine, 
Which  speaks  thee  of  celestial  line; 
Proclaims  thee  inmate  of  the  sky, 
Daughter  of  Jove  and  Liberty* 

RECITATIVE. 

The  elevated  soul,  who  feels 
Thy  awful  impulse,  walks  the  fragrant  ways 
Of  honest  unpolluted  praise : 
He  with  impartial  justice  deals 

The  blooming  chaplets  of  immortal  lays : 
He  flies  above  ambition's  low  career ; 
And  nobly  thron'd  in  Truth's  meridian  sphere, 
Thence,  with  a  bold  and  Heav'n-dire6ledaira, 
Full  on  feir  Virtue's  shrine  he  pours  the  rays  of  &me. 

AIR    II. 

Goddess  I  thy  piercing  eye  explores 
The  radiant  range  of  Beauty's  stores. 
The  steep  ascent  of  pine  clad  hills. 
Catches  each  lively  color'd  grace, 
The  crimson  of  the  wood-Nymph's  face, 
The  verdure  of  the  velvet  lawn. 
The  purple  in  tlie  eastern  dawn. 
Of  all  those  tints,  which,  rang'd  in  vivid  glow, 
Mark  the  bold  sweep  of  the  celestial  bow. 

RECITATIVE. 

But  chief  she  lifts  her  tuneful  transports  high, 

Whf  n  to  her  intellectual  eye 
The  mental  beauties  rise  in  moral  dignity: 
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The  sacred  zeal  for  Freedom's  cause. 
That  fires  the  glowing  Patriot's  breast ; 
The  honest  pride  that  plumes  the  Hero's  crest, 
When  for  his  country's  aid  the  steel  he  draws; 

Or  that,  the  calm,  yet  a^live  heat. 
With  which  mild  Genius  warms  the  Sage's  heart, 
To  lift  fair  Science  to  a  loftier  seat. 
Or  stretch  to  ampler  bounds  the  wide  domain  of  art. 

AIR  III. 

These,  the  best  blossoms  of  the  virtuous  mind, 

She  culls  with  taste  refin'd ; 

From  their  ambrosial  bloom 

With  bee-like  skill  she  draws  the  rich  perfume, 

And  blends  the  sweets  they  all  convey. 

In  the  soft  balm  of  her  mellifluous  lay. 

RECITATIVE. 

Is  there  a  clime,  where  all  these  beauties  rise 
In  one  collected  radiance  to  her  eyes  ? 
Is  there  a  plain,  whose  genial  soil  inhales 
Glory's  invigorating  gales, 
Her  brightest  beams  where  Emulation  spreads, 
Her  kindliest  dews  where  Science  sheds. 
Where  every  stream  of  Genius  flows. 
Where  cveiy  flower  of  Virtue  glows  ? 
Thither  the  Muse  exulting  flies, 
There  she  loudly  cries 
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CHORUS  I. 

All  hail,  all  hail, 
Majestic  Grantai  hail  thy  awful  natne, 
Dear  to  the  Muse,  to  Liberty,  to  Fame. 

RECITATIVE. 

You  too,  illustrious  Train,  she  greets 
Who  first  in  these  inspiring  seats,        ' 
Caught  the  bright  beams  of  that  aetherial  fire. 
Which  now  sublimely  prompts  you  to  aspire 

To  deeds  of  noblest  note :  whether  to  shield 
Your  country's  liberties,  your  country's  laws  ; 
Or  in  Religion's  hallow 'd  cause 

To  hurl  the  shafts  of  reason,  and  to  wield 
Those  heav'nly-temper'd  arms,  whose  rapid  force 
Arrests  base  Falsehood  in  her  impious  course. 

And  drives  rebellious  Vice  indignant  from  the  field. 

AIR  IV. 

And  now  she  tunes  her  plausive  song 
To  you  her  sage  domestic  throng ; 

Who  here,  at  Learning's  richest  shrine^ 
Dispense  to  each  ingenuous  youth 
The  treasures  of  immortal  Truth, 

And  open  Wisdom's  golden  mine. 

RECITATIVE. 

Each  youth,  inspir'd  by  your  persuasive  art, 
Clasps  the  dear  form  of  virtue  to  his  heart ; 
Vol  XV.  H 
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And  feels  in  his  transported  soul 
Enthusiastic  raptures  roll, 
Gen'rous  as  those  the  sons  of  Cecrops  caught 
I  n  hoar  Lycacum'ssliades  fromPlato's  fire-dad  tbougbL 

AIR  V. 

O  Granta  1  on  thy  happy  plain. 
Still  may  these  Attic  glories  reign  i 
Still  mayst  thou  keep  thy  wonted  state^ 
In  unaffecled  grandeur  great  ; 

RECITATIVE. 

Great  as  at  this  illustrious  hour. 
When  he,  whom  George's  well-wcigh'd  choice 
And  Albion's  general  voice 
Have  lifted  to  the  fairest  heights  of  power. 
When  he  appears,  and  deigns  to  shine 
The  Icu'icr  of  thy  learned  line  ; 
And  bids  the  verdure  of  thy  olive  bough 

'iVIid  all  his  civic  chaplets  twine, 
And  add  fresh  glories  to  his  honour'd  brow. 

AIR  VI. 

Haste  then,  and  amply  o*er  his  head 
The  graceful  foh'age  spread; 
Mean  while  the  Muse  shall  snatch  the  trump  of  Fame, 

And  lift  her  swelling  accents  high, 
To  tell  the  world  that  Pelham's  name, 
Is  dear  to  Learning  as  to  Liberty. 
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FULL   CHORUS. 

The  Muse  shall  snatch  the  trump  of  Famej 
And  lift  her  swelling  accents  high. 

To  tell  the  world  that  Pelham's  name. 
Is  dear  to  Learning  as  to  Liberty. 


•    ••  •     ■  "l 


^  • 
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THE  ENC0ENI4» 

«■&»  AT  0XP01»9  7VLT9  I77j|« 

AT  THE  RBCBPTION  OF 
THE  MOHTHOK.  FREDEMC  LORD  iVOim 

(CkaMMarofdw  Valvtnlqr.) 


BY  DR.  WHEELER,  PROFESSOR  OF  POXTRT, 

t>T  TO  MVtIC  BT  Dl«  SATBI. 


RECITATIVE. 

Daughters  of  Beauty ,  who  enraptured  hail 
The  Virgin  Qjiire,  in  that  romantic  vale 
Where  I  sis  down  her  green  enamel'd  edge 
Glides  in  soft  eddies  o'er  the  waving  sedge ; 
And  Cherwell  from  his  osier'd  bed 
Oft  hears  the  fairies'  printless  tread» 
When  misty  night  with  silent  pace 
Steals  gradual  o'er  their  circling  chace : 
And  you,  illustrious  Chiefs,  who  glow 
With  ardor  for  your  country's  weal. 
Yet,  'mid  the  call  of  patriot  zeal. 
At  Phoebus'  shrine  with  transport  bow : 
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AIR. 

From  busy  scenes  to  these  cmhower'd  retreats 
Your  step  auspicious  mitred  Sheldon  greets ; 
While  Peace,  attendant  at  her  hallow'd  fane» 
Parent  of  Science,  swells  your  solemn  train. 

RICITATIVE. 

Mark,  where  the  fiend  of  War,  on  havock  bent, 

Gigantic  ranges  o'er  Moldavia's  land. 
And  Warsaw's  sons,  by  feuds  remorseless  rent, 

Relu6lant  own  the  Viflor's  stem  command  I 
Hesperia  views  the  gathering  cloud 

From  Gallia  rise,  and  lowering  Spain ; 
While  floating  bulwarks  with  their  thunders  loud 

Affright  the  Naiads  of  th'  Egean  main. 

RECITATIVE. 

Britannia  sits  inthron'd  in  awful  state. 

Sole  Arbitress  serene ;  <  and  what  she  wills,  is  Pate.* 

AIR. 

Heroes  in  the  ghastly  fight 

Vainly  vaunt  achievements  brave ; 
Check,  O  check  your  lawless  might  I 

Valour  conquers  but  to  save. 
Happier  they,  whom  Wisdom's  lore 

Prompts  to  frame  the  social  plan ; 
Fraught  with  Science'  richest  store, 

Galled  to  Mess  and  perfect  man.         Da  Capo. 


W)i*t  mxriial  sniu,  once  proud  of  thy  behest, 

O  Rhedycinn,  bhr.on  wide  the  page 
By  Memory  maik'd  I  full  many  a  royal  gueJl 

Hete  nnis'd  attentive  to  the  lioary  sage. 
Lion-hearled  Ritliard's  »peiir 

Gliiiet'd  first  in  Bcatimont's shade; 
Here  he  couch'd  his  Unce,  and  here 

Panted  for  the  bold  Crusade. 
Henry,  thunder-boll  of  war. 

Here  pUnn'd  his  lurdiesi  deeds;    here  leimtto 

His  maiden  sword,  and  hurl  the  massy  bar  j 
Here  grasp  the  mimic  sliield. 

Enough,  heroic  souls,  of  cruel  fight  j 
Foreive,  if  milder  arms  invite 
The  grateful  inuse  for  social  worth  to  Iwine 
The  wreath  of  Honour  snalch'd  from  VitHic's  shtine, 


Heard  ye,  while  cchoirig  from  yon  azure  splterc 
Prophetic  accents  struck  ih'  astonish 'd  ear } 


I  see  the  sovereign  form  descend. 

And  wTtpt  in  stole  majeatic,  downward  bend. 
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RECITATIVE. 

Britonsy  if  aught  ye  boast  of  Cressy*s  6eldj 

[accompanied.] 
Where  many  a  crimson'd  helm  and  batter'd  shield, 
By  delving  plowmen  turn'd,  recals  the  name 
Of  Edward,  high  enroU'd  by  deathless  Fame ; 
That  praise  be  mine.     But  better  far 
The  peaceful  sway,  than  spoils  of  savage  war 
To  Me,  or  Bolingbroke*s  undaunted  son, 
On  Poidlou's  tented  plains  by  valour  won. 
With  crowded  canvas  wing*d,  'tis  yours  to  sweep 
Golconda's  shores,  and  darken  all  the  deep*. 

air. 

But  stay,  you  bold  advent'rers  stay; 

Nor,  blithsome  o*er  the  briny  surge, 

With  madd'ning  speed  misguided  urge 
To  pearly  Ind*  your  heedless  way. 
What  boots  it  that  my  Edward  led 

In  Freedom's  cause  his  eagar  van ; 

If  you,  relentless  foes  to  man. 
O'er  fruitful  climes  dire  famine  spread  ? 

recitative. 
Yet  haply  shall  a  Brunswick's  rule  benign, 

By  sapience  counsell'd,  prune  your  daring  wing, 
And  distant  tribes  with  haste  consign 

Their  wav'iing  homage  to  a  guardian  King. 
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Asia,  no  more  thy  guiltless  natives  mildy 
By  ruthless  hand  dcspoil'd. 
Frantic  their  fabled  Genii  shall  invoke 
With  wizard  rites,  and  curse  their  galling  yoke. 

AIR. 

Ye  chiefs,  who  near  your  liege*s  throne 
Attendant,  hold  the  helm  of  state ; 

As  Edwards  tilting  barons  shone 
In  royal  Windsor's  trophied  gate ; 

O  think,  while  on  your  puissant  thigh 
The  mystic  garter  firm  you  bind. 

From  that  quaint  badge  what  lessons  high 
Reflecting  warm  each  op'ning  mind* 

The  gen'rous  youths  near  Isis*  stream. 
Who  joyous  hail  a  sovereign's  choice, 
Crown'd  by  Rhedycina's  voice, 

With  rival  ardor  catch  th'  instru6live  theme. 

RECITATIVE.     [AccompanUd.'\ 

*  Goodness  deck'd  with  glory,  wide 

*  Darts  her  lustre,  heavenly  bright; 

*  Fame,  to  Virtue  unally'd, 

*  Shines — the  meteor  of  a  night.' 

CHORUS. 

The  generous  youths  near  Isis*  stream, 
Who  joyous  hail  a  sovereign's  choice, 
Crown *d  by  Rhedycina*s  voice, 

Wiih  rival  ardor  catch  the  instru6live  theme. 


ODE  XXIV. 


TBI 

FEMALE  REIGN. 


BY  THE  REV.  SAMUEL  COBBE,  M.  A, 


What  can  the  British  senate  give, 

To  make  the  name  of  Anna  live, 

By  future  people  to  be  sung, 

The  labor  of  each  grateful  tongue  ? 
Can  faitliful  registers,  or  rhyme. 

In  charming  eloquence,  or  sprightly  wit. 

The  wonders  of  her  reign  transmit 
To  th*  unborn  children  of  succeeding  lime? 

Can  painters'  oil,  or  statuaries'  art, 

Eternity  to  her  impart  ? 
No  t  titled  statues  are  but  empty  things. 

Inscribed  to  royal  vanity. 

The  sacrifice  of  flattery 
To  lawless  Neros,  or  Bourbonian  kings. 

True  virtue  to  her  kindred  stars  aspires. 
Does  all  our  pomp  of  stone  and  verse  surpass^ 

And  mingling  with  ether ial  fires. 

No  useless  ornament  requires 
From  speaking  colors,  or  from  breathing  brass. 


Grcjicit  of  prineesi  where  tlie  wand'ring  il 
Docs  o'er  earth's  hobitable  regions  roll. 
From  Ih'  caitcrn  barrier*  to  the  western  goal,        I 

And  sees  ttiy  race  of  glory  run 

Witli  iwifiness  equal  Id  his  own  : 
Thee  on  the  banks  of  Flandrian  Scaldis  singi 

The  jocund  swain  releas'd  from  Gallic  fear; 

The  English  voice  uiiiisM  lo  hear. 
Thee  the  repeating  banks,  ihce  every  valley  rings. 

The  sword  of  heav'n  how  pious  Anna  wields. 
And  heau'nly  vengeance  on  Ihc  guilty  deals, 

Let  ihe  twice  fugitive  Bavarian  tell; 
Who,  from  his  airy  hope  of  better  Hate, 
By  liisl  of  sway  irregularly  great, 

Like  an  apostale  angel  fell ; 
Who,  by  imperial  favor  rais'd, 
1'  Ih'  highest  rank  of  glory  blaz'd ; 
And  had  'till  now  unrivall'd  shone. 
More  than  a  king,  contented  with  his  own  ; 
But  Ludfer's  bold  steps  he  trod, 
Who  durst  assault  the  throne  of  God  ; 
And  for  contented  realms  of  blissful  light, 

Uain'd  the  sad  privilege  to  be 

The  first  in  solid  misery, 
Monarch  of  hell,  and  woes,  and  everlasting  night. 
Corruption  of  the  best  is  always  worst : 

And  foul  ambition  lite  an  evil  wind. 

Blights  the  fair  blossoms  of  a  noble  mind  i 
And  if  a  seraph  fall  he's  doubly  curst. 
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Had  guile,  and  pride,  and  envy  grown 

In  the  black  groves  of  Styx  alone, 

Nor  ever  had  on  earth  the  baleful  crop  been  sown ; 

The  swain,  without  amaze,  had  tilPd 

The  Flandrian  glebe,  a  guiltless  field : 

Nor  had  he  wonder'd,  when  he  found 

The  bones  of  heroes  in  the  ground : 

No  crimson  streams  had  lately  swell'd 

The  Dyle,  the  Danube,  and  the  Scheld. 

But  evils  are  of  necessary  growth, 

To  rouse  the  brave,  and  banish  sloth  ; 

And  some  are  born  to  win  the  stars, 

By  sweat  and  blood,  and  worthy  scars. 

Heroic  virtue  is  by  adlion  seen. 

And  vices  serve  to  make  it  keen  j 

And  as  gigantic  tyrants  rise, 

Nassaus  and  Churchills  leave  the  skies. 

The  earth-born  monsters  to  chastise. 

If,  heavenly  Muse,  you  burn  with  a  desire 
To  praise  the  man  whom  all  admire ; 
Come  from  thy  learn'd  Castalian  springs. 
And  stretch  aloft  thy  Pegasean  wings. 
Strike  the  loud  Pindaric  strings,  . 
Like  the  lark  who  soars  and  sings ; 
And  as  you  sail  the  liquid  skies, 
Cast  on  Menapian  fields  your  weeping  eyes  : 

For  weep  they  surely  must. 
To  see  the  bloody  annual  sacrifice ; 

To  think  how  the  neglected  dust^ 
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Which  with  contempt  is  basely  trod. 
Was  once  the  limbs  of  captains,  brave  and  just, 

The  mortal  part  of  some  great  demi-god; 

Who  for  thrice  fifty  years  of  stubborn  war, 
With  slaught'ring  arms,  the  gun  and  swon)| 

Have  dug  the  mighty  sepulchre. 
And  fell  as  martyrs  on  record. 
Of  tyranny  aveng'd,  and  liberty  restored. 

See,  where  at  A.udenard,  with  heaps  of  slaio, 
Th'  heroic  man,  inspir'dly  brave, 

Mowing  across,  bestrews  the  plain. 

And  with  new  tenantscrowds  the  wealthy  grave* 

His  mind  unshaken  at  the  frightful  scene. 

His  looks  as  cheerfully  serene. 
The  routed  battle  to  pursue. 

As  once  adorn*d  the  Paphian  Queen, 
When  to  her  Thracian  paramour  she  flew, 

The  gath'ring  troops  he  kens  from  far. 

And  witli  a  bridegroom's  passion  and  delight, 
Courtinj^  the  war,  and  glowing  for  the  fight. 

The  new  Salmonius  meets  the  Celtic  thunderer. 

Ah,  cursed  pride  !  infernal  dreamt 

Which  drove  him  to  this  wild  extreme. 

That  dust  a  deity  should  seem  ; 

Be  thought,  as  through  the  wond'ring  streets  he 
rode, 

A  man  immortal,  or  a  god  : 

With  raltling  brass,  and  trampling  horse. 

Should  counterfeit  th'  inimitable  force 
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Of  divine  thunder :  horrid  crime  1 
But  vengeance  is  the  child  of  time. 
And  will  too  surely  be  repaid 
On  his  profane  devoted  head. 

Who  durst  affront  the  powers  above. 
And  their  eternal  flames  disgrace, 

Too  fatal,  brandish'd  by  the  real  Jove, 
Or  Pallas,  who  assumes,  and  fills  his  awful  place : 

The  British  Pallas  I  who,  as  Homer's  did 

For  her  lov*d  Diomede, 

Her  heroes  mind  with  wisdom  fills. 

And  heav'nly  courage  in  his  heart  instils. 

Hence  through  the  thickest  squadrons  does  he 

ride. 
With  Anna's  angels  by  his  side. 
With  what  uncommon  speed 
He  spurs  his  foaming,  fiery  steed. 
And  pushes  on  through  midmost  fires. 
Where  France's  fortune,  with  her  sons,  retires  I 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  sweeping  ruin  flies ; 
As  when  the  Pleiades  arise. 
The  southern  wind  affli^s  the  skies. 
Then  mutt'ring  o'er  the  deep,  buffets  th'  unruly 

brine, 
'Till  clouds  and  water  seem  to  join. 
Or  as  a  dyke  cut  by  malicious  hands, 
O'erflows  the  fertile  Netherlands. 


Which  mllia 

WuOKCtiNt' 

ThimartdiM 

W  ho  for  ttrh*      ><M>i|(^  pUn, 

H—  ^^^^     ^ye  dcftrayi  i 

J^  from  Mu  hill  b«iR 


Hthe  iminipriion'd  •treaml  \ 

L'jbree  of  MlM DBLHUH I  } 

^ireodiof  Audenard  * 

Id  the  Gaul,  a  fcnceleu  guard, 
Lolly  wlurlwind* be  withhrid, 
Bta'aotfCH*!  foontepso'er  ihe  fbtmuiig 

^  the  torrent  WMiM  oppose, 

n'd  banks,  and  hosts  of  foes : 
;  with  coward  liaste  retire, 
fta  lister  than  the  river  floivs, 

And  swifier  than  our  fire, 
fflidosme  from  for  upbraids  their  shame, 
jitd  pleads  his  royal  master's  fdnie. 

•  By  Condd's  mighty  ghost,'  he  cries, 

•  By  Turenne,  Luxemburgli,  and  all 

•  Those  nufale  soiiU  nho  fell  a  sacrilici: 

•  At  Lens,  at  Fleunis,  and  at  Landen  figlit, 
•Stop,  I  conjure,  yonr  ignominious  flight.* 
But  Fear  is  deaf  to  Honor's  call. 


threat  and  soothing  pray'r 
'regarless  air. 


'3  of  the  ocean  stay; 
E  Ckukchill  like  a  driving  wind, 
^igh  spring- tide,  pursues  beiiind, 
9  with  redoubled  speed  urges  their  forward 


Nor  leu,  Eugenius,  thy  important  care. 
Thou  second  thnnderboli  of  war  I 

Partner  in  danger  and  in  fame. 
The  wind,  wiih  Marlborouch's,  shall  bear. 

To  distant  colonies  thy  conqu'jing  name. 
Nor  shall  my  Muse  forget  to  sing 
Prom  harmony  what  blessings  spring: 
To  tell  how  Death  did  enviously  repine, 
To  see  a  friendship  so  divine  [ 
When  in  a  ball's  destroying  form  she  past, 
And  mark'd  thy  threaten'd  brow  at  last. 
But  durst  not  touch  (hat  sacred  brain, 
Where  Europe's  mightiest  counsels  reign; 
Por  strait  she  bow'd  her  ghastly  head, 
She  saw  ihe  mark  of  Heav'n  and  fled. 
As  cruel  Brennus  once,  insulting  Gaul, 

When  he,  at  Allia's  fatal  flood. 

Had  fill'd  the  plains  with  Roman  blood. 
With  conscious  awe  forsook  the  Capitol, 

Where  Jo?e,  revenger  of  profaiieneis,  stood. 


lit  oOB*«  AlrJQDK 

'  Bot  where  the  goad  and  bnitfeooJBHaid» 
What  Cafiitoly  what  bulwark  can  ■itlWBiill 
Virtue  approvM  of  Heav^Op  can  ftaa 
Through  wallty  through  tow*n»  and  falM  oftaB* 
Dile»  like  a  vnttreti,  had  been  eonnedloig^ 
By  all  the  Talfauit  and  the  y«m^ 

The  fidfeat  progeny  of  Vauban^  art  i 
*TiU  Savot*s  warlike  prince  withitqod' 
Her  frowning  terrors,  and  throu|^  sens  of  blood 

Tore  the  bright  dariing  fnhn  th' old  tymntfli  hMrt 
Such  Buda  law  lum,  when  proud  Apti  Ml^ 
Unhappy*  valiant  infidel  I 
WhO|  vanquiih'd  by  superior  strength 

Surrendered  up  his  haughty  breathy 
Upon  the  breach  measuring  Us  manly,  lengthy 
And  shunn*d  the  bow-string  by  «  nobler  dntfa* 

Such  Har8cam*8  field  beheld  him  in  his  bloomy 
When  Virtory  bespoke  him  for  her  own. 
Her  fav'rite,  immortal  son, 

And  told  of  better  years  revolving  on  the  loom. 
How  he  should  make  the  Turkish  crescent  wane. 
And  choke  Tibiscus  with  the  slain  ; 
While  Viziers  lay  beneath  the  lofty  pile 

Of  slaughtered  Bassaus,  who  o'er  Bassaus  roll'd ; 

And  all  his  numVous  afls  she  told. 
From  Latian  Carpi  down  to  Flandrian  Lisle. 

Honour  with  open  arms,  receives  at  last 
The  heroes  who  through  Virtue's  temple  past; 


i 
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And  show'rs  down  laurels  from  above. 
On  those  whom  Heav'n  and  Anna  love. 
And  apme  not  sparingly^  she  throws 
For  the  young  eagles,  who  could  try 

The  faith  and  judgment  of  the  jiky. 

And  dare  the  sun  with  steady  eye  % 
For  Hanover's  and  Prussia's  brows, 
Eugenes  in  bloom,  and  future  Marlboroughs : 
To  Hanover,  to  Brunswick's  second  grace, 
Pescendant  from  a  long  imperial  race» 
The  Muse  directs  her  honourable  flight. 

And  prophesies,  from  so  serene  a  morn. 

To  what  clear  glories  he  is  born, 
When  blazing  with  a  full  meridian  light. 

He  shall  the  British  hemisphere  adorn ; 
When  Mars  shall  lay  his  batter'd  target  down. 

And  he,  (since  Death  will  never  spare 

The  good,  the  pious,  and  the  fair) 
In  his  ripe  harvest  of  renown. 

Shall  after  his  great  father  sit, 

(If  heav*n  so  long  a  life  permit) 
And  having  sweird  the  flowing  tide 

Of  Fame,  which  he  in  arms  shall  getj 

The  purchase  of  an  honest  sweat. 
Shall  safe  in  stormy  seas  Britannia's  vessel  guide. 

Britannia's  vessel,  which  in  Amha's  reign, 
And  prudent  pilotry,  enjoys 
The  tempest  which  the  world  destroys. 
And  rides  triumphant  o'er  the  subject  main. 
Vol.  XV.  I 
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O  may  she  soon  a  quiet  harbour  gain  I 
And  sure  the  promisM  hour  is  come. 

When  in  soft  notes  the  peaceful  lyre 
Shall  still  the  trumpet  and  the  drum. 

Shall  play  what  gods  and  men  desire. 
And  strike  Bellona*s  music  dumb  i 
And  war,  by  parents  curs'd,  shall  quit  the  field. 

Unbuckle  his  bright  helmet,  and,  to  rest 
His  weary'd  limbs,  sit  on  his  idle  shield. 

With  scars  of  honor  p1ough*d  upon  his  breast. 
But  if  the  Gallic  Pharaoh's  stubborn  heart 
Grows  fresh  for  Punishment,  and  hardens  still} 
PreparM  for  the  irrecoverable  ill. 
And  forcM  th*  unwilling  skies  to  a£t  the  last  un- 
grateful part. 
Thy  forces,  Anna,  like  a  flood,  shall  whelm 

(If  Heav*n  docs  scepter'd  innocence  maintain) 
His  famish'd  desolated  realm  ; 

And  all  the  sons  of  Pharamond  in  vain 
(Who  with  dishonest  envy  see 
The  sweet  forbidden  fruits  of  distant  liberty) 
Shall  curse  their  Salic  law,  and  wish  a  female  reign. 

A  female  reign  like  thine, 

O  Anna,  British  heroine! 

To  thee  afflicted  empires  fly  for  aid. 
Where'er  tyrannic  standards  are  display'd. 

From  the  wrong'd  Iber  to  the  threaten'd  Rhine; 

Thee,  where  the  golden-sanded  Tagus  flows 
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Beneath  fair  Ulyssippo*s  walls^ 
The  frighted  Lusitanian  calls ; 
Thee,  they  who  drink  the  Seine,  with  those 

Who  plough  Iberian  fields^  implore. 
To  give  the  lab'ring  world  repose, 

And  universal  peace  restore : 
Thee,  Gallia,  mournful  to  survive  the  fate 
Of  her  falPn  grandeur  and  departed  state; 
By  sad  experience  taught  to  own. 
That  virtue  is  a  noble  way  to  rise, 
A  surer  passage  to  the  skies. 
Than  Pelion  upon  Ossa  thrown : 
For  they,  who  impiously  presume 
To  grasp  at  Heav'n,  by  Jove*s  eternal  doom, 
A  prey  to  thunder  shall  become ; 
Or,  sent  in  Aetna's  fiery  cave  to  groan, 
Qain  but  an  higher  fail,  a  mountain  for  their  tomb. 
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rSE  ::C3L2  or  MARUKMLOOCVk  ATOPLtXT. 


JT  LSayjtlD  WELSTED^  £53^. 


AwrxTL  hcTQ^  >£ir{bYiN^;h,  rise: 
Shcrav  chsms  I  cobk  to  dtciIl  s 

'»V;.    iL;-v;%  :-  3  fiirhful  plan, 

W-  ch  rrrcjnii  thy  life's  grtat  ston  ; 
r  >  1  srcr:.  b^:  crowded  sp^n, 
V  J " .  ^  :*  :r.  -  .-n  r h  s,  fu  11  o f  glorv. 

0":«  bv  07-  thv  dfcds  review, 
S  e-zrs.  bittles,  thick  appear; 

F.'m-ir  wonders,  lost  in  new, 
urfi:'/  £11  each  pompous  year. 
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This  is  Blenheim's  crimson  fields 
Wet  with  gore»  with  slaughter  stiun'd  I 

Here  retiring  squadrons  yield. 
And  a  bloodless  wreath  is  gainMt 

Ponder  in  thy  godlike  mind 
All  the  wonders  thou  hast  wrought ; 

Tyrants,  from  their  pride  declinM, 
fie  the  subject  of  thy  thought  1 

Rest  thee  here,  while  life  may  last: 
Th'  utmost  bliss,  to  man  allow'd, 

Is  to  trace  his  a^ons  past, 
And  to  own  them  great  and  good. 

But  'tis  gone— a  mortal  bom  I 
Swift  the  fading  scenes  remove 

Let  them  pass  with  noble  scorn. 
Thine  are  worlds,  which  roll  above. 

Poets,  prophets,  heroes,  kings, 
Pleas'd,  thy  ripe  approach  foresee ; 

Men,  who  a6ted  wond*rous  things. 
Though  they  yield  in  fame  to  thee. 

Foremost  in  the  patriot  band. 
Shining  with  distinguishM  day ! 

See  thy  friend,  Godolphin  standi 
Seel  he  beckons  thee  away. 
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Yoodcr  icats  and  6rldtof  ligjht 
Let  thy  nvnhM  tboi^lit  explore; 

W'Hhing,  panting  for  thy  fligbt  I 
Half  an  angd ;  man  no  more. 


ODE  XXVI. 


ON 

THE  DEATH  OF 

^EEN  CAROLINE. 


BY  RICHARD  WEST,   ESQ. 


Sing  we  no  more  of  Hymeneal  lays, 

Nor  strew  the  land  with  myrtles  and  with  bays  : . 

The  voice  ofyoy  is  fled  the  British  shore. 

For  Caroline's  no  more  : 

And  now  our  sorrows  ask  a  sadder  string ; 

Come,  plaintive  goddess  of  the  Cyrrhan  spring, 

Pour  thy  deep  note,  and  shed  thy  tuneful  tear. 

And  while  we  lose  the  memory  of  pain 

In  thy  oblivious  strain, 
— ^Ah  I  drop  thy  cypress  on  yon  mournful  bier  I 
Begin  :  nor  more  delay 
The  sacred  meed  of  gratitude  to  pay : 
Begin :  whatever  immortal  song  can  do. 
To  the  dear  name  of  Caroline  is  due  : 
Who  loves  the  Muse,  deserves  the  Muse's  love : 

Then  raise  thy  numbers  high, 
Sound  out  her  glory  to  the  throne  of  Jove, 

Spread  the  glad  voice  through  all  the  ambient  sky, 
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Ah  9K 1  our  happier  days  are  now  no  more  >— 
Return,  sad  Moae:  see  pak  BaiTAiiHiA  weep. 
See  all  the  ststen  of  the  subjed  deep 

Their  soTereign's  loss  deplore  I 

See  fond  Ib&iib  gires  her  sorrows  vent. 
And  as  she  tunes  her  brusen  lyre  Co  wo. 
Indulge  her  grief  to  iow ! — 

S^  even  the  northern  Okcades  laneetl 

Nor  ends  the  wailing  here  : 
Where'er  beneath  our  flag  wild  Ocean  roars. 
From  &ithest  Oi.i£1it  to  HssPB&ia*s  shores. 
From  torrid  Af&ic  to  the  wcuid's  oold  end. 
The  British  woes  extend. 

And  every  ookmy  has  drc^t  a  tear. 

0  honour'd  flood  1  with  reeds  Pierian  crownM, 
Isis  I  whose  argent  waters  glide  along 

Fair  Bbllositi's  Lycaean-shades  xcnownM, 

Now  aid  my  feeble  song; 
And  call  thy  chosen  sons,  and  bid  them  bring 

Their  lays  of  Doaic  air. 

With  lenient  sounds  to  steal  awhile  from  care 
Th*  inconsolable  king  : 

0 1  sooth  his  anguish,  and  compose  his  paint 
With  artful  unimaginable  strains. 
According  sweetly  to  the  golden  lyre, 
Such  as  might  half  insphc 

The  iron  breast  of  Hadbs  to  resign 
Our  lost  lov*d  Caroline. 


Th«M^  ^rc  \hy  glorious  deeds,  almighty  Deilti  I 

TliMe  lie  \hy  lriiimph»  o'er  ihe  sans  of  men, 
Th»l  nuw  iTCfivc  iht  tiiijcrable  brealh, 

Whivli  Uif  "CXI  moment  Ihey  resign  again  ( 
Ah  mc  I  Khit  boDia  us  all  our  boasied  power, 

Our  golden  li«4Mire,  und  our  ptiqiled  slalet 
They  cannot  ward  th'  inevitable  hour. 

Nor  my  Ihe  fearrtil  violence  of  Fate  : 
—  Virtue  herMll  iliall  fail ; 
Ell*  now,  if  virtue  ever  could  prevail, 
J>(;ath  had  not  dar'd  lo  violate  the  throng. 
Nor  had  Bkitasni*  heard  her  sovereign  groaii. 
^Ye  nymph)  I  recall  the  song : 
For  heaven-bom  virtue  docs  to  lieaven  belong, 
And  scorns  the  meanest  of  her  sons  should  die, 
Bui  openK  him  a  passage  to  the  sky  ; 
Her  rod  ay-jioiniizig  la  the  eternal  goal. 
From  the  brute  earth  she  frees  the  ardent  soul ; 
Swift  from  the  vulgar  herd  aloft  she  springs, 
Spurns  the  moist  clay,  and  soars  on  azure  wings. 


Then  hence  with  sorrows  vain  t 

Ye  rtieban  Muses  1   elevate  the  strain: 

Search  o'er  the  records  of  immortal  fame. 

And  high  refulgent  on  the  female  line, 
Imblaze  in  starry  characters  the  name 

Of  British  Carouhb  : 
While  sacred  Moiy  rings  with  Sheba's  praise. 
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While  Berenice's  virtues  still  inspire 

The  Cyrenean  lyre. 
And  Gloriana  blooms  in  Spenser's  lays; 
'  Thy  name,  great  Queen,  shall  glow  in  every  page, 
Shall  dwell  in  every  clime,  and  live  in  every  age. 
When  George  shall  go,  where  William  went 

before. 
And  all  the  present  world  shall  be  no  more ; 
When  the  fond  factions  of  unjust  mankind. 
The  mean,  the  mad,  the  envious,  and  the  blind,. 

Shall  turn  to  worms  and  dust ; 
Then  Time,  impartial  judge,  that  states  the  price 
Of  each  man's  virtue,  and  of  each  man's  vice, 

From  thy  bright  fame  shall  clear  the  cank*ring 
rust; 

And  0 1  the  Muses  ever  shall  be  just. 

But  lo  1  what  sudden  radiance  gilds  the  skies  ? 

'Tis  Gratitude  descending  from  above. 
Known  by  the  sweetness  of  her  dove-like  eyes, 

Daughter  of  truth  and  universal  love  I 
To  Henry's  sacred  dome  she  wafts  along. 

And  on  thy  tomb  she  pours 

Celestial  sweety  and  amaranthine  flowers ; 

The  old,  the  young,  the  rich,  the  wretched  crowd 

Numerous  around  her,  and  with  accents  loud 
Raise  the  mix'd  voice,  and  pour  the  grateful  song : 
*  Hail  C^ieen  I  adorn'd  by  nature  and  by  art  I 
'  Thine  was  each  virtue  of  the  head  and  heart ; 
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ON 

THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  PELHAM. 


BY  DAVID  GARRICK,  £SQ^ 


jin  bofust  Man's  tbt  noblest  vwk  of  God*  Pofe. 

Let  others  hail  the  rising  sun» 
I  bow  to  fhat  whose  course  is  run^ 

Which  sets  in  endless  night ; 
Whose  rays  benignant  bless'd  this  isle. 
Made  peaceful  Nature  round  us  smile 

With  calm,  but  cheerful  light* 

No  bounty  past  provokes  my  praise. 
No  future  prospects  prompt  my  lays. 

From  real  grief  they  flow  : 
1  catch  th*  alarm  from  Britain's  fears. 
My  sorrows  fall  with  Britain's  tears. 

And  join  a  Nation's  wo. 

See — as  you  pass  the  crowded  street, 
Despondence  clouds  each  face  you  meet, 
All  their  lost  friend  deplore ; 
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You  read  in  every  pensiTe  eye. 
You  hear  in  every  broken  sigh. 
That  Pelham  is  no  more. 

If  thus  each  Briton  be  alarmM, 
Whom  but  his  distant  influence  warmM, 

What  grief  their  breasts  must  rend. 
Who  in  his  private  virtues  bless'd. 
By  Nature*s  dearest  tyes  possess 'd 

The  Husband,  Father,  Friend  I 

What  I  mute,  ye  Bards  ? — no  mournful  verse, 
No  chaplets  to  adorn  his  hearse. 

To  crown  the  good  and  just  i 
Your  flowers  in  warmer  regions  bloom. 
You  seek  no  pensions  from  the  tomb. 

No  laurels  from  the  dust. 

When  pow*r  departed  with  his  breath, 
The  sons  of  Flatt'ry  fled  from  death : 

Such  insefls  swarm  at  noon. 
Not  for  herself  my  Muse  is  griev'd. 
She  never  ask'd,  nor  e*er  receiv'd. 

One  ministerial  boon. 

Hath  some  peculiar  strange  offence 
Against  us  armM  Omnipotence, 
To  check  the  nation's  pride  ? 


OdeXXVlL  ODES.  127 

Behold  th'  appointed  punishment  I 
At  length  the  vengeful  bolt  is  sent. 
It  fell— when  Pelham  dy'dl 

Unchecked  by  shame,  unaw'd  by  dread, 
When  yice  triumphant  rears  her  head, 

Vengeance  can  sleep  no  more : 
The  evil  angel,  stalks  at  large, 
The  good  submits,  resigns  his  charge. 

And  quits  th'  unhallow*d  shore. 

The  same  sad  morn  to  church  and  state, 
(So  for  our  sins  'twas  fix*d  by  fate) 

A  double  stroke  was  giv'n ; 
Black  as  the  whirlwinds  of  the  north, 
St.  John's  fell  Genius  issu'd  forth. 

And  Pelham  fled  to  Heay'n  I 

By  Angels  watch'd  in  Eden's  bow'rs 
Our  parents  pass'd  their  peaceful  hours. 

Nor  guilt  nor  pain  they  knew  ; 
But  on  the  day  which  usher'd  in 
The  hell- born  train  of  mortal  sin, 

Thy  heav'nly  guards  withdrew* 

Look  down,  much  honour*d  shade,  below. 
Still  let  thy  pity  aid  our  wo; 
Stretch  out  thy  healing  hand ; 


H^Mimf  ttioie  feelingly  which  •&  earth 
l^i^K'UnuM  thy  patriot  love  and  wow^ 
And  MV'd  a  linking  Uod, 

Seaix^h  with  thy  more  than  morul  eye 
11m  hiT«m  of  all  thy  friends :  descry 

Whjit  \httt  has  got  possession. 
;j^  if  thy  un»uspc^ing  heart. 
In  ivMne  K%r  tnith  mistook  not  art, 

For  principle^  profession* 

FxM  x\\r*r^  the  pests  of  human  kind, 
\X  K%xm  unal  b«nmty  cannot  bind» 

)^(N^^'\  <Hir  parent  King: 
t  .>mA4i  thtir  treachVy  to  his  sight, 

\^  vc  txMth  (he  vii>frs  into  light, 
\  ^«^  *  iu>h  thrm  crc  they  sting. 

\ :  X.  X  >  N.i  t?  \'.st  A!\xl  honours  share, 
v..  V  '.  ^\xitih\  j:\ui\iiuncarey 
♦  Hx  ^  \  .•  »or.\\i  Nv^ai  t  disclose  ; 

v'*'  v\\o  >  *.\  t.v.w  hii  tirach'rous  friends^ 
K,-  ,  A  '  •,><  :vAi  h'.i  fc<$. 

NV    nV  , ;  v>.A.;  At  t\\f  \\f\n\  pnpside, 
\  %*  >,v,i\  »>,.c  t; vetoed  ware ; 
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But  chiefly  whisper  in  his  ear, 
<  That  George  is  open,  just,  sincere, 
<  And  dares  to  scorn  a  knave.* 

No  selfish  views  t*  oppress  mankind. 
No  mad  ambition  fir'd  thy  mind. 

To  purchase  fame  with  blood ; 
Thy  bosom  glow'd  with  purer  heat ; 
Convinc'd  that  to  be  truly  great. 

Is  only  to  be  good. 

To  hear  no  lawless  passion's  call. 
To  serve  thy  King,  yet  feel  for  all. 

Such  was  thy  glorious  plan  I 
Wisdom  with  gen'rous  love  took  part. 
Together  work  thy  head  and  heart, 

The  Minister  and  Man. 

t 

Unite,  ye  kindred  sons  of  worth ; 
Strangle  bold  faction  in  its  birth ; 

Be  Britain's  weal  your  view  I 
For  this  great  end  let  all  combine. 
Let  virtue  link  each  fair  design. 

And  Pelham  live  in  you. 


199 


VoL  XV.  K 


uys  xzvni. 


vpoH  THE  DEira  or  mu  grjt. 


IT  FEEDERiaC  SAKL  OF  CAItlJSU, 


What  Spirit^  tint  whidi  momits  oo  Ingjlv 
Borne  OB  the  anus  of  cfciy  tmeU  Mine } 
Htt  wluie  robes  flutter  to  the  gde  t 
Tliey  wing  tlieilr  waj  to  yonder  openng  dcft 
In  glorioiis  state  thiongh  pdUing  doodsAej 
sauly 
And  scents  of  heavenly  flow*rs  on  earth  diffuse. 

What  avails  the  Poet's  art } 

What  avails  his  magic  hand  ? 
Can  he  arrest  Death's  pointed  dart. 

Or  charm  to  sleep  his  murderous  band  f 
Well  I  know  theej  gentle  shade  1 

That  tuneful  voice,  that  eagle  eye.^* 
Quick  bring  me  flowers  that  ne'er  shall  fade, 
The  laurel  wreath  that  ne'er  shall  die; 
With  every  honor  deck  his  funeral  bier. 
For  he  to  every  Grace,  and  every  Muse  was  dcarl 
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The  listening  Dryad  with  attention  still. 

On  tiptoe  oft  would  near  the  Poet  steal. 
To  hear  him  sing  upon  the  lonely  hill 

Of  all  the  wonders  of  th'  expanded  vale  ; 
The  distant  hamlet  and  the  winding  stream, 

The  steeple  shaded  by  the  friendly  yew, 
Sunk  in  the  wood  the  sun's  departing  gleam. 

The  grey-rob'd  landscape  stealing  from  the  view. 
Or  rapt  in  solemn  thought,  and  pleasing  wo. 

O'er  each  low  tomb  he  breath'd  his  pious  strsun, 

A  lesson  to  the  village  swain. 
And  taught  the  tear  of  rustic  grief  to  flow  I— 
But  soon  with  bolder  note,  and  wilder  flight. 

O'er  the  loud  strings  his  rapid  hand  would  run : 
Mars  hath  lit  his  torch  of  war. 
Ranks  of  heroes  fill  the  sight  I 

Hark  I  the  carnage  is  begun : 
And  see  the  Furies  through  the  fiery  air 
O'er  Cambria's  frighten'd  land  the  screams  of  horror 
bearl 

Now  led  by  playful  Fancy's  hand 
O'er  the  white  surge  he  treads  with  printless  feet. 

To  magic  shores  he  flies  and  fairy  land. 
Imagination's  blest  retreat. 

Here  roses  paint  the  crimson  way. 

No  setting  sun,  eternal  May, 
Wild  as  the  priestess  of  the  Thracian  fane. 
When  Bacchus  leads  the  maddening  train. 


Hii  boram  Inlawing  wilh  celesiial  lire. 
To  harmony  lie  struck  the  goiden  lyre; 
To  hirmony  each  hil  1  and  valley  rung  I 
Thcbiril  of  Jove,  as  when  Apollo  sung. 
To  iHtlting  bliss  resign 'd  his  furious  soul, 
Wilh  milder  rage  his  eyes  begun  lo  roll. 
The  heaving  down  his  ihrilting  joys  confest, 
Tilt  by  »  niorlal's  hand,  subdued  he  sunk  to  rest. 

O,  guardian  Angel  of  our  early  day, 

Henry,  thy  darling  plant  must  bloom  no  morel 
By  thee  attended,  pensive  would  lie  stray. 

Where  Thames  soft- murmuring  laves  his  wind- 
ing shore. 
Thou  badsl  him  raise  the  moralizing  song. 

Through  life's  hew  seas  the  little  bark  to  steer : 
The  winds  are  rude  and  high,  (he  sailor  young; 

Thoughtless  he  spies  no  furious  tempest  near. 
Till  to  the  Poet's  hand  the  helm  you  gave, 
From  hidden  rocks  an  infant  crew  to  save  I 

Ye  Fiends  who  rankle  in  the  human  heart, 
Delight  in  wo,  and  triumph  in  our  tears, 
Resume  again 
Your  dreadful  reign ; 
Prepare  the  iron  scourge,  prepare  the  venom'd  dart, 
Adversity  no  more  wilh  lenient  air  appears : 
The  snakes  that  twine  around  her  head 
Again  their  frothy  poison  shed ; 
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For  who  can  now  her  whirlwind  flight  control| 

Her  threatening  rage  beguile  } 
He  who  could  still  the  tempest  of  her  soul. 

And  force  her  livid  lips  to  smile. 
To  happier  seats  is  fled  1 
Now  seated  by  his  Thracian  Sire, 

At  the  full  feast  of  nughty  Jove 
To  heavenly  themes  attunes  his  lyre, 

And  fills  with  harmony  the  realms  above  I 


rHE  RiGHT  HON.  THE  LADT^*—, 

OH    mt    DEATH    or   Hit    SDH. 
BY  MR.  H. 


While  you  'mid  Spring's  gay  months  deploir, 
Till  IcsKaing  Griefs  exhausted  store, 

By  Time  subsiding,  fail : 
The  Mute,  Affii£tian't  cooRmiu  nieixl| 
With  social  wo  shall  still  atteod. 

If  aught  her  aid  avul. 

Tis  hers  in  life's  most  niRed  scene 
To  smooth  Misfortune's  angry  mien. 

And  watch  each  riung  sigh : 
'Tis  hers  to  bid  the  Guilty  fear. 
To  wipe  the  virtuous  starting  tear. 

That  swells  in  Sorrow's  eye. 

*Mid  simple  Scythia's  dreary  land 
Her  gentle,  sweet,  asiuasive  hand 
Could  give  tad  Ovid  rett  J 
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She  still  ia  mournful  numbers  pleas'dy 
With  her  the  hapless  exile  cas'd 
His  sadly  plaintive  breast* 


For  thee  she  still  shall  seek  the  plain^ 
Where  Severn  leads  his  dusky  train. 

Or  Wye's  smooth  waters  roll ; 
Her  Power  could  blunt  Affliction's  dartf 
And  fondly  sooth  the  keener  smart 

Of  Sappho's  love-»8ick  soul. 

On  you  propitious  she  bestows 

A  mind  too  chaste  for  Sappho's  woes, 

Unstain'd  by  wild  desire ; 
She  Sappho's  charms  in  you  supplies. 
To  me  the  partial  power  denies 

The  Lesbian's  purer  fire* 

Did  bounteous  Heaven^  profusely  kind. 
To  frame  the  favorite  infant  mind 

Its  fondest  care  employ : 
How  idle  yet  the  hopes  you  raise 
In  planning  of  his  future  days, 

How  vain  each  fancy'd  joy  1 

Had  hxt  prolongM  th*  uncertain  flame. 
Nor  from  the  weak  enfeebled  frame 
Had  life's  fleet  viuon  past } 


Who  knows  but  angry  Heaven  had  still 
With  every  baleful  biller  ill 
EkIi  future  day  oVrcast  t 

Since  awful  Prudence  E>e*er  appears. 
Till  calmer  thoughts  and  milder  years 

Each  lawlci)  wiih  assuage  ; 
A  fruit  unknown  to  summer*!  heat, 
That  buds  aiont  in  life's  retreat. 

And  only  blooms  in  age. 

*Mid  Solitude's  sequester'd  joy. 
May  no  nide  cum  thy  peace  destroy 

Byiure  Remembrance  brought; 
Mor  e'er  from  GriePi  abundant  source 
May  dark  ReSeftion's  secret  fbrce 

Recall  one  aching  thought. 

Of)  as  to  each  regardless  wind 
With  simple  notes  the  village  hind 

Attunes  his  love-lom  reed, 
When  Night  her  dewy  curtain  spreads, 
And  Cynthia  silver  glimmering  sheda 

O'er  thicket,  vale,  and  mead; 

Thou,  too,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  gteanu 
Shall  haunt  those  glades,  where  fairy  streanu 
To  Sorrow's  softneu  flow  i 


Si 


Ode  XXIX.  ODES.  137 

Where  Love  and  Grief  alone  have  trod. 
Where  bending  willows  seem  to  nod 
With  sympathetic  wo. 

Wan  Melancholy  'mid  the  storm 
Shall  rear  her  meek  dejedted  formi 

In  sable  vest  array 'd ; 
While  sullen  Silence  reigns  around. 
Her  voice  in  slow  and  solemn  soimd 

Shall  whisper  thro'  the  shade* 

*  Stranger,  draw  near !— To  Sorrow  true, 
<  With  me  these  lonesome  walks  review, 

*  Where  Horror's  charms  invite  5 

*  Daughter  of  Joy  I— I  know  thy  air  I 

*  Retra^l  thy  hurry 'd  steps!  nor  dare 

*  Profane  each  hallow 'd  rite  I 


<  To  mix  with  Mirth^s  mad  train  be  thine; 

*  The  dismal  drearier  task  be  mine 

*  'Mid  these  lorn  scenes  to  weep  I 

<  My  days  in  these  still  bowers  immur'd, 

*  By  no  false  flattering  hopes  allur'd, 

*  Shall  one  sad  tenor  keep. 

*  Let  Grief  no  more  thy  youth  consume, 
'  Nor  sighing  o'er  the  silent  tomb 

*  Thy  piteous  murmurs  breathe : 


■  Be  nc'trihaTl  cc^  ttM  suiMcd  pt« 
<  TO  B>ea«e  biikr  bod  eadttan 
<  Tbe  dudowjr  tor  dnB  UL 


•  MayV  dwa  'attd  IVumc's  ion*  rtjok^ 
*Each  MBK«hall*idiacn>nliiigTCMce 

*  Confinn  the  pleuiag  talc.' 
Thii  nid— <be  mdting  maid  of  wo 
Shall  CMie—asd  o'er  her  channs  thall  dinxr 

The  thia  traniltKent  veil. 


The  tiaie  shtll  come,  when  Fancy 'i  power 
To  each  tlow.iorrowing  penuve  hour 
ShaU  gladly  biingrrikf: 
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When  every  care  shall  die  away. 
And  wakeful  Memory's  gentler  sway 
Dissolve  the  reign  of  Grief. 

Thus,  by  the  painter's  just  design, 
From  each  judicious  happy  line 

The  colors  bloom  or  fade ; 
Elude  the  nice  observer's  sight, 
By  soft  gradation's  dawa  to  light^ 

Or  languish  into  shade. 


-CXl^' 


.VjTs's-hiia 


^laurdstonl 

€B%  itoown'dy 

■  Gfe  V        ~^^  ^°  '^^^  oatxre  groond  \ 

»       jie  sr^z^r  n  the  djor ; 

.jckv  r-.r5  i^irJc  ihev  lie, 
X  -aTu'^da  c:  cruel: v. 

c 

r^e  wTTtchied  owner  sees,  afar, 
Kis  il-  bcccce  the  prey  of  war  : 
B^:r:-.'jki  hizioi  his  babes  and  wife; 
The*:  sziirei  his  breast,  and  curses  life. 
Thy  swiizi  ai?  £umsh*d  on  the  rocks^ 
Whinr  cr.cs  thev  fed  their  wanton  flocks: 
T^y  rivish'd  virgins  shriek  in  vain; 
Tr.y  i::£ints  perish  oa  the  plain. 
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'-'in,  in  ev'ry  clime> 
^ding  waste  of  time, 
n'd  with  praise, 
M  blaze  ? 

.oke, 
yoke: 
d  never  quell, 
^our  fell. 


,  and  merry  lay, 
Ai  cheer  the  happy  day  : 
scenes  of  gay  delight 
J  the  dreary  winter  night : 
citrains  but  those  of  sorrow  flow, 
.ind  nought  be  heard  but  sounds  of  wo ; 
While  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  slain 
Glide  niglitly  o'er  the  silent  plain. 

Oh  baneful  cause,  oh  fatal  morn, 
Accurs'd  to  ages  yet  unborn  1 
The  sons  against  their  fathers  stood ; 
The  parent  shed  his  children's  blood. 
Yet,  when  the  rage  of  battle  ceas'd. 
The  yidlor's  soul  was  not  appeas*d : 
The  naked  and  forlorn  must  feel 
Devouring  flames,  and  murdering  steel  1 

The  pious  mother  doom'd  to  death. 
Forsaken,  wanders  o'er  the  heath  ', 


OftJDX 


W«qpto*ier 


Wlite  die  waitt  blood  bedtwt  aqr  vifia% 
JUM  inHDfouna  nfmeinpriiioo  iK^pis  i 
Scitnlne&t  of  tt^  MMMfyH  illlr 
WMIb  iif  ffiid  bitoit  sImA  Wit  t 
A»i»  tpite  of  ter  iMaUlog  fii^ 

^^^^P^gk  ^^^^^j^^^^^^^S^^^o^^^^^^  ^^^hi^M^^k  ^^^^^^^^S    ^Hj^^^^  ^ 
^^Hl^v    m^vflHIBi^lft%Swl^BBH^H    W^vC4^K  ^mJII^hB   flW^V^  ^ 

^  MoHni  iMdftlMi  CSideAoiriiU'iiflMni 


*  T|y  biiriiiMpaM^  llqr  kiirtiiilMkl 


■J . 


ODE  XXXI- 


PEACE  OF  AIX  LA  CHAPEILE, 

MDCCXLVIII. 


BY  THE  RIGHT  REV.  R.  KURD, 

(Noir  BUboiftaf  Worcester.) 

Be  still  my  fears,  suggest  no  false  alarms  ; 

The  Poet's  rapture  and  the  lyric  fire 
Are  yain :  enough  that  inclination  warms ; 
No  foreign  influence  needs  the  willing  Muse  in^ire. 

The  willing  Muse,  adventurous  in  her  flight, 

Tothee,lov'd  Peace,shall  raise  the  untaught  strain; 
Her  thy  fair  triumphs  and  thy  arts  delight, 
Thy  festive  branch  she  bears  and  joins  thy  social  train* 

High  on  some  wave-worn  cHfFshe  views  serene. 

Safe  on  the  deep,  the  freighted  navies  ride  ; 
Old  Ocean  joys  to  see  the  peaceful  scene. 
And  bids  his  billows  roll  with  an  exulting  tide. 

Or,  where  Augusta's  turrets  cleave  the  skies, 

She  loves  to  mix  with  Art's  inventive  band, 
Sees  Industry  in  forms  unnumber'd  rise, 
To  scatter  blessings  wide,  and  civilize  the  land  i 


I,  to  be r  native  plaij 
)  bid),  fmb  hwni,  and  pasiurei 

m  f^ftf  ilmixut  iutt  aiicieni  reign, 
fMtf  farth  •!!  bo  cKunu  lo  crown  the  varioui 
ytax. 

Bm  cUei  the  Muie  to  Andemic  groves 

Her  bmlRd  inia  aod  bcM-lov  'd  aru  invite } 
T)h«'  CubS  o'entuduwing  bowers  intranc'd  she 

HHwace  ucml  Science  ilmms  and  Genius  spreada 
hit  I<(hl. 

*  Hne  oill  I  mit  *hr  ct)M  i  my  laurel  here  I 
4  Bwnal  Uoomi ;  here  hangi  my  golden  lyre,      ' 

*  Wh">.:>i  rui  my  Spenser  tmi'd  to  shepherd's  car, 

*  AmI  toitira  Milton  nkote  with  genuine  epic  fire. 

*  AmI  O  I  if  aught  my  fimd  presages  shew, 

•  On  iheac  \»*'i  bowers  wWle  Peace  her  influence 
sheds. 

*  Some  band  agun  shall  snatch  it  from  the  bough, 

*  Wake  each  high-sounding  string,  and  charm  the 

echoing  glades. 

*  Theft  shall  be  sung  the  glorious  deeds  of  war, 

'  How  Virtue  strove,  where  envious  Fortune  sail'd: 
<  Expefling  Fame  the  conSifl  view'd  from  far, 

*  And  Britain's  Tdlorcrawn'd,  tho' Gallia's  host  pre- 

vail'd. 
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<  Yet  then,  even  then  (th'  indignant  verse  shall  tell) 

«  A  surer  veng^ncfc  Vose  to  ^vhelm  the  foe  : 

<  When  hell-bbrh  K6l!bn  issuM  firoin  her  cell, 

<  And  on  her  impious  head  drew  half  the  destin'd 

blow. 

<  But,  harit !  the  toudtrfnwphant  strtuhs  declaref, 

<  How  Britain's  majesty  unrivailM  rose, 

<  When  all  the  glories  of  the  naval  war 

<  Beamed  round  her  co^^eHhg  tkg;  ind  circled  An- 

son's brows.' 

Till  thus  the  Power  by  Freedom's  sons  obey'd  : 
*  Let  blood-stain*d  glory  sweU  the  tyrant's  breast; 

<  Be  mine  Compassion's  healing  wing  to  spread; 

<  To  sheath  the  wasting  sword,  and  give  the  nations 

rest: 

<  Then  (as  the  MUse  ieitn^hkHd  stttilt  dist^Ay) 

War's  impiods  rOar;  aiid  Paflion^  kiiurihurs  cease ; 

<  His  gracious  eye  $heds  ki^tr^  Oii  the  da^, 

<  And  lends  the  quickening  beatli  tb  ch)!ei'  tHb  arts  of 

Peace.' 


Vol.  XF. 


■*-^ 


■       ST  Tim  WMIMKAKLB 


"^•■(••••'—  II    I       I    I    , "" 

j^;.>:  .  ■■.■-■■■'.- 

WnitiT  Williun'i  deed*  and  Wniiam't 
Each  English  breast  with  transport  raite, 

Each  English  tongue  eiOplo]'; 
Sayi  Poyntz,  if  thy  elated  heart 
Atsumc  not  a  superior  part, 

A  larger  share  of  joy  t 

But  that  thy  country's  high  aSa,m 
Employ  thy  time,  demand  thy  carei, 

You  should  renew  your  flight ; 

You  only  should  this  theme  pursue 

Who  can  for  William  feel  like  you  i 

Or  who  like  you  can  write  ( 
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Then  to  rehearse  the  Hero's  praise. 
To  paint  this  sunshine  of  his  days. 

The  pleasing  task  be  mine- 
To  think  on  all  thy  cares  o'erpaid. 
To  view  the  Hero  you  have  made. 

That  pleasing  part  be  thine. 


Who  first  should  watch,  and  who  call  forth 
This  youthful  Prince's  various  worth, 

You  had  the  public  voice ; 
Wisely  his  royal  Sire  consign'd  * 
To  you  the  culture  of  his  mind. 

And  England  blest  the  choice. 

You  taught  him  to  be  early  known 
By  martial  deeds  of  courage  shewn : 

From  this,  near  Mona's  flood, 
By  his  vi^orious  Father  led. 
He  flesh'd  his  maiden  sword,  he  shed, 

And  prov'd  th'  illustrious  blood* 

Of  Virtue's  various  charms  you  taught^ 
What  happiness  and  glory  fraught, 

How  her  unshaken  power 
Is  independent  of  success ; 
That  no  defeat  can  make  it  less. 

No  conquest  make  it  more. 


Ptak  ifeK  hroHy  Innt  tn  feed 

Tbr  hiHK^  MraNh  fbr  EoglaaTk  w«K 

(TnK  Valors  Mbks  spn^J  i 
To  iwiHi  Hii  hcc  Ckanlt  dimvu  t 
Ta  ^^  far  Libcnr  «ppnH  ; 

Ta  perish  far  his  Ktag. 

Yet  nv,  if  in  tb*  fanlnt  Kn^ 

Of  ihciigta,  Tvo  cTfT  dat'd  lo  hope    ' 

And  aU  dy  wakBCnimtf 

We  SMT  «  wradi,  with  mii^om  aUk 
Our  Kiiig>Md  Chwdi'k  i^hl»H««dn 

And  ibiae,  lair  Libctt))  I 
We  nw  thj  Hem  ty  M  wv. 


Aod  Kt  the  NMin  &««. 


c 
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Cullodcn's  field,  my  glorious  theme. 
My  rapture,  viskin,,ffl«i' my  dream, 

£ilds^thr}wiiii^H8ro?»day84 
Yet  can  there  be  one  Knglish  heart 
That  docs  not. give  thee,  Poyntz,  thjr  part. 

And'  own  thy  share  of  praise  ? 

Nor  is  thy  fame  to  thee  decreed 

For  life's  short  date :  when  William*s  head, 

For  vi^iies  to*  come, 
The  frequent  laojreldiaUiiKceurtt.ii 
Chaplets  .fon  thee  our.  aaasL^haU  wcftwj , 

Audi  hang  Vmr  Qa>th]F  tomb. 


.?i    • 


*  ■    .    I 


ODE 


♦  ♦:^ii 


T0 


•     WaUAM  PVLTNET,  ES^ 

'  mtmmtmBaBBsssssA 
ir  THB  tATB  SARL  NUOULVT. 


%' 


.  •.  »      »  .•'    •      •>   •  . 


ItmoTtfiroiiinmif  andtratliy  ' 

litait  emir's  poiMMi*d  ^rii^{s. 
Taiig^  by  daik  croedt  and  nystic  Um, 

I  bowM  to  priest!  and  kings. 

Soon  reason  dawn'd,  with  troubled  sight 
I  caught  the  glimpse  of  painful  light, 

Affli6ted  and  afraid. 
Too  weak  it  shone  to  mark  my  way. 
Enough  to  tempt  my  steps  to  stray 

Along  the  dubious  shade. 

Restless  I  roamM,  when  from  afar 
Lo,  Hooker,  shines  1  the  friendly  star 

Sends  forth  a  steady  ray. 
Thus  cheer'dy  and  eager  to  pursue, 
I  mount  'till  glorious  to  my  view, 

LocK£  spreads  the  realms  of  day. 


Bsa 
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Now  warm'd  with  noble  Sydney's  page, 
I  pant  with  all  the  patriot's  rage  ; 

Now  wrapt  in  Plato's  dream, 
With  More  and  Harrington  around 
I  tread  fair  Freedom's  magic  ground. 

And  trace  the  flatt*ring  scheme* 

But  soon  the  beauteous  vision  flies: 
And  hideous  spe6lrcs  now  arise. 

Corruption's  direful  train : 
The  partial  judge  perverting  laws. 
The  priests  forsaking  virtue's  cause. 

And  senates  slaves  to  gain. 

Vainly  the  pious  artist's  toil 
Would  rear  to  heaven  a  mortal  pile. 

On  some  immortal  plan  : 
Within  a  sure,  though  varying  date, 
Confin'd,  alas !  is  every  state 

Of  empire  and  of  man. 

What  though  the  good,  the  brave,  the  wise. 
With  adverse  force  undaunted  rise. 

To  break  th'  eternal  doom  I 
Though  Cato  liv'd,  though  Tully  spoke. 
Though  Brutus  dealt  the  godlike  stroke. 

Yet  perished  fated  Rome. 


{ 


ODES. 


I 


To  swell  some  future  tyrant's  pride. 
Good  FLeuKr  pours  iJie  golden  tide 

On  Gallia's  smiling  shores  ; 
Once  more  her  lidds  ihall  Ililrsr  in  va^ 
For  wholesome  strf  ains  of  honest  gain, 

While  rapine  waiiej  her  stores. 


Vet  gloriotis  is  (he  great  deslgD, 
Andsuch.O  PuLTNEYl  sucliistbi 

To  prop  a  nation's  Frarac, 
I  f  crush'd  beneath  the  saered  weight, 
The  ruins  of  a.falhng  stale 

Shall  lell  the  patriot's  name. 


M 


ODE  xxxrv, 

.    r.      ....  i.-p.i.iuuim'F 


TO 

LORD  LONSDALE. 
By  the  Same, 


LoN SDALE I  thou.evqr.honpr'd  naqif. 
For  s^ch  is.sapr(4  viftue*s  (Jaim, 

Say,  why,  1.  my  opblf^Friend  I 
While  nature  sheds  her,  balmy  powers 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  in  leaves  and  flowers^ 

Say^  why  my  joys  suspend  t 

Here  spreads  |the  lawn  high-crDWji*d  «with  wood. 
Here  slopes  the.vakt  there  winds  the  flood 

In  iqaoy  a  crystal  maze. 
The  fishes  sport,  in  silver  pride 
Slow  moves  the  swan,  on  either  side 

The  herds  promiscuous  graze. 

Or  if  the  stiller  shade  you  love, 

Here  soUma  nods  ih'  imbow'ring  gvove- 

0*er  innocence  and  ease ; 
Whether  .with  deep  reflefHon  firaught, 
Or  in  the  sprightly  stream  of  thought. 

The  Ughtertrifles  please. 


AnJ  ihould  ilic  sliiift  of  iTeacheroiis  s| 
CjUnccvenom'd  through  this  peaceful  »ceiie, 

Unheeded  may  il  fly  I 
Prowok'd,  nor  lemptcd  lo  repay, 
Though  iruih  leverer  prompt  ihe  lay, 

A  mean  prosaic  lye. 

Here  wiili  the  pheasant  and  the  bare, 
Vnfetrfiil  of  Ihe  human  snare, 

Have  Ktaieimen  pasj'd  a  day : 
While  far  from  yon  forbidden  gate, 
P*l<  c»re  and  lank  remorse  await 

Theic  slow- returning  prey. 


Ol   blind  to  all  the  joys  of  life. 

Who  seek  them  in  the  storm  of  atrife. 

Destroying  or  destroy'd. 
Less  wretched  they,  and  yet  unbleM'd, 
Who  batten  in  lethargic  rcM, 

Od  ble$»ngs  unenjoy'd. 


Bui  come,  my  friend,  the  sun  invites. 
For  thee  the  totrn  hath  no  delighu. 

Distasted  and  a^riev'd : 
While  fools  believe,  while  viUaiDi  dmt. 
Too  honest  to  approve  deceit. 

Too  wise  to  be  deceiv'd. 
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Or  dost  thou  fear  lest  dire  disease 
Again  thy  tortur'd  frame  may  seize; 

And  hast  thou  therefore  stayM  ? 
0 1  rather  haste,  where  thou  shalt  find 
A  ready  hand,  a  gentle  mind. 

To  comfort  and  to  aid* 


And  while  by  sore  afflictions  try'd. 
You  bear  without  the  Stoic's  pride^ 

What  Stoic  never  bore ; 
0 1  may  I  learn  like  thee  to  bear^ 
And  what  shall  be  my  destin'd  share^ 

To  suffer,  not  explore. 


NOTES 

ON 

ODES  OF  THE  S4XTH  CLASS. 

ODE  vr. 


Page  15.  The  atttdor,  a  nativt  of  S&oHbfidy  was 
brought  up  to  the  sefa^s^nrfde^  iii  whkii  he  appears  to 
have  cxperi'eticed  what,  itt  «•  The  Shipwreck,"  he  so 
feelingly  describes.  Wlien  that  poem  was  published 
his  situation  was  but  little  better  than  a  common  Sai- 
lor, but  the  genius  it  displayed  occasioned  him  to  be 
noticed,  and  pltKured  him  the  Pursership  of  the  Royal 
UcDT^.  I^  1769  he  published  a  Marine  Di6lionary» 
which  is  a  v«fy  useful  performance;  and  soon  after- 
ward embari&ed  on  board  the  Aurora^  to  settle  in  the 
East  Indies.  He  arrived  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  in 
Deosiiiber  1769,  and  after  a  short  stay,  sailed  from 
thcfice;  but  neither  ship,  n^  creW^  have  ever  been 
heard  of  since. 

CM  IX. 

Pnge  3o»  This  ingenious  writer  was  son  of  a  der^ 
gyman  in  Herefordshire,  and,  by  his  mother,  greot 
grandson  to  the  imBioftal  Spenser.    He  was  educated 


in  C«q>i>i-CoUr|;e  Oxford,  and   afterwards  liad  iha  1 
Rfloiy  of  Siopliam  in  Sussex,  near  ihe  seal  of  die! 

'  Duke  of  Richmond,  lo  whom  lie  was  cbaplai 

d  10  hare  lived  soniu  lime  at  Hackney  in  a  distrtsirf  I 

I  condition.    He  wai  tile  writer  of  various  other  potnu.! 

ODE  X. 

-  FagtiO.     Thelilleofthia  iriiely  cliasical  compesi- 
an  evident  reference  lo  the  Aiiihor's  farewell 
Atlie  MiiMi  with  which  lie  closes  his  volume  of  com-    , 
HiianM  on  Asiatic  poetry,  &c. 
VilCi  CiUmm,  blinda  celtiii  IriftnU 
Vlrtudi  iltrii,  niilec  cloquentlK, 
LiwiucniU  >lu(nno  eii  Isuruj  et  thflyi  tu«. 
A>,  O  D«uuin<lulciuindulcliiiiiu, 
Scu  Suda  m»ii  FMo  dicier, 
Attrewnlu.  iiitii.vi»»:nfidei 
Mlhl  lit,  am,  non  inotilii  loga, 
Nk  ia^lKrU  lia|u),  nee  Curpii  nuuiui  I 
In  what  manner  Sir  William  Jones  pmaAea  at  the  bar 
of  justice  in  India  need  not  here  be  added. 
41.     HasttI  tke  wtU-airmigkl  hasktt  iring. 
Which  too  Siller  Grans  owiw.  ] 
Miss  Louisa  Bingham,  and  Miss  Frances  Molesworth 
her,  cousin,  decked  a  basket  with  ribbands  and  flowers 
to  hold  the  nuptial  presents. 

41.    Hu HCAHfOf,  ieav'tlf Miue,and'DsYO»tHlI.Z 
,Wi,.] 
Lady   Henrietta   Spencer,    second  daughter  of  John 
Earl  Sprncer,  and  wife  of  the  Lord  Viscount  DuncaD- 
Don,  eldest  sod  of  the  Earl  of  Besborough. 
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43.  Lavinia's  pencil  shall  disclose 

New  forms  of  dignity  and  grace^  fi?c.] 
Lady  Althorp  (now  Countess  Spencer)  has  an  extra- 
ordinary talent  for  drawing  historic  subjects,  and  ex- 
pressing the  passions  in  the  most  simple  manner. 

44.  With  all  thy  Mother's grace.'\ 
Georgiana  Poyntz,  Countess  (now  Countess  dowager) 
Spencer. 

ODE  XVI. 

Page  61.     For  William*  s  and  for  WalpoUU  eye.  ] 
The  Duke  of  Cumberland. 

^^,     When  the  great  Patriot  of  his  race 
Late  shall  assert  his  native  sphere  i\ 
Sir  Robert  Walpole,  first  Earl  of  Oxford. 

ODE  XVIL 

Page69.  TheinstnimentcalledtheAEOUAvHARP^ 
appears  to  have  been  invented  by  Kf  rcher^  who  hat 
given  a  very  accurate  description  of  it  in  his  Mvsi/H- 
GiA.  After  having  been  negie/6led  above  tto  hun4r*:d 
yearsy  it  was  again  accidentally  diau^enui  by  Mr. 
Oswald. 

ODE  XVllL 

Page  70.  The  Author  of  thin  04r  wu$  lijUUtr  ot 
Harrietshaniy  Kent ;  and  chaplain  to  Umt  JuHi»fK>M  of 
George  the  Firstat  Keniingtoii. 

72.     In  Roman  strains  this  Strada  sweetly  iung^J 
**  Fidicinis  and  Philomelae  Certamcn." 


^jf^  MAW* 


vmOT  ■■  picnPHi  Kivirini^  or  me  OT^gnu* 

CMtt  JfclftiMrn 


No  King  ou  fovcrny  and  no  God  cao  plcMftk* 

OtMixtx. 


See  ft  Olym.  Od. 

As  wreaths  fir  sane  vain  Ltmi^  kemd,'] 
Alluding  to  the  F^nch  and  Italian  lyric  poeta. 
ibh     To  ktt  cwM  Amia*s  sdpkur^^cvtikg  eat«^,] 
8m  I  Pyth.  Od. 
79.    For  tke  bUst  Man^  tke  Muit^t  ckitd^ 
On  whose  anspidons  birth  she  strntd^l 
Hor.  Od.  3.  !•  4. 

ODE  XX. 
Page  8 1  •    Soft  on  the  sea-  born  Goddess  gaze ;  ] 
Venus.  J 

83.     The  firm  in  HeavWs  resplendent  vesture  geiy 

Floats  on  the  mantling  cloudy  and  pours  the  meldng 

Ariel:  see  the  Tempest. 


84.  PVAiie  meek-eyed  Cynthia  near 

illumes  with  streamy  ray  the  siiver^mantled Uiafn*'} 
See  the  Midsummer's  Nighf  s  Dream, 
ib.     Roam*  s  tAe /one  desert*  s  desoiated  maze! 
Unato*d  !  nor  keeds  the  sweeping  stort^^l 
Lear. 

85.  To  the  deep  vault  theyelUng  harpiet  fttn,} 
The  witches  in  Macbeth. 

ft 

01>£  XXdI. 

Page  102.     Lion-hearted  Richard's  spear 

Glitter*dfirst  in  Beaumont* s  shade"] 
Near  Worcester  college ;  once  a  seat  of  Henry  11. 

ib.     Henry y  thundet-bolt  qftdarf] 
Henry  V.  educated  at  Qjieen's-college. 

ODE  XXIV. 

Page  105.  This  gentleman  was  assistant  master  of 
the  Grammar-school  of  Christ*s  Hospital }  where  he 
was  himself  educated,  and  whence  he  was  eledled  to 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  at  which  place  he  took 
the  degree  of  Master  of  Arts.  He  died  at  London  in 
1713,  and  was  interred  in  the  cloystcr  of  Christ's  Ifos- 
pit'al.  Dr.  Watts  is  said  to  have  esteemed  this  Ode 
as  the  truest,  and  best  Pindaric  he  had  evet  read. 

107.    Cast  on  Menapian fields  your  weeping  eyei:\ 
The  Menapii  were  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  Flandcrtf  • 

1  ep.     Too/atalf  brandish* d  6y  the  teal  Joev, 

Or  Pallas f  who  assumes^  andfiUsMs  ditufuipiace*'] 

ViCEM  6ERIT  ILLA  TONANTrS. 

Fol.  XF.  M 


£Ftr  irrd's  «nM  saa  anMsmjiisy 

Bqukt^  -.ft  Ill;i^  nttn  Uhai^  b«»3tcie  Kus  hero  is  to  do 
wuokte»  bievuitd  die  puw«r  <jif  bkux^  pmntscs,  in  the 
bi^gtotitfi^  chuc  Fulltt»  bjti  p<cuLL&rly  fitted  him  for 
chttt  ti»¥'%  empithis^ 

ibw     .Is  mmm  :m  P'ieutda  ^rar. 


ijKTCBt  Auattr^  Kgiaittw  chor» 
SciiSikiitt  oubcs  ;  inpif^kntxi 

Mlbi&M  «{u»uft  SK«iM»  per  isoBS* 

Cum  >ae*!C,  "Tijr^TfnvijiEv^ue  cuin* 

Sttjx  Ivj'Ti  ciK*  Pr-iic;;  ot  Ccncc  ^avc  the  Spaniards  a 
vcrv  ^re  »t  cv^rthrow*  id.^^ 

1 1  i      Suet  Juiiu  K^a/  i-.w,  a/'iirt  f  '■^ud  AptifiU^I 
He  l?ci  ^:  1  s:cii:>:vt^ribl<:  shaxe  in  tlie  glor>'  of  that  day 
en  \*h.c!i  Buca  -ajs  taken. 

Apt:  >»  as  Bascia  of  the  city,  and  lost  his  life  on  the 
breach. 

ib,     5at  i  HjT'icjmsfiLd  c^iikd  kirn  i«  kU  blocmj'] 
This  battle  was  tatal  to  the  Turks  in  the  year  1687. 
Prince  Eugene,  with  the  regiments  of  his  brigade,  was 
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the  first  that  entered  the  trenches ;  and  for  that  reason 
had  the  honor  to  be  the  first  messenger  of  this  happy 
news  to  the  Emperor. 

ib.  And  choke  Ttibiscus  zoith  the  slain  ;] 
This  battle  was  fought  on  the  10th  of  06lober,  1697, 
where  Prince  Eugene  commanded  in  chief.  There 
never  happened  so  great  and  so  terrible  a  destru^ion 
to  the  Ottoman  army  as  this,  which  fell  upon  the  prin- 
cipal commanders  more  than  the  common  soldiers: 
for  not  fewer  than  fifteen  Bassas  (five  of  whom  had 
been  Viziers  of  the  bench)  were  killed,  besides  the  su- 
preme Vizier. 

115.     Beneath  JhirUlysippo'swalUy'] 
The  old  name  of  Lisbon,  said  to  have  been  founded 
by  Ulysses, 

ib.     Or^  sent  in  Aetna's  Jiery  cave  to  groan,"] 
The  mountain  under  which  Jupiter  lodged  Enceladus. 

ODE  XXV. 

Page  116.  The  Author  of  this  Ode  was  by  maternal 
descent  grandson  of  Mr.  Stavely,  author  of  "  The 
**  Roman  Horseleech,  &c."  He  received  the  rudi- 
ments of  literature  at  Westminster,  and  was  at  one,  if 
not  both  the  Universities,  but  without  going  through 
the  stated  course  of  study.  Having  obtained  a  place 
in  the  office  of  ordnance,  he  generally  resided  within 
the  Tower,  and  there  died  about  the  year  1749. 

117.     5^^  thyfriendy  Godolphin  stand!] 
Sydney  Earl  of  Godolphin,  Lord  Treasurer  of  Eng- 
land, who  died  September  15,  1712. 


Pkg^  119.    Mr-  Wjest,  ton  tp  die  pbaaodlor  i 
4aiid  of  dnc  name,  and  j^rtbdsoii  to  Billiqp  ftifWif 

llbe  iotnynte  frieod  of  Gray  and  HmKx  W 
•ow  carl  of  drfbrd*  Ha^ny  recArtA  hb  rdpritiiBO 
at  Kton  and  ClirM.Chiireh.  he  looked  fbrinu4  a  1^ 
tf  the  profetsofi  of  fhe  Law.  but  at  )enjj;th' dec|bi|d 
ifm  puimnt,  paitlj  from  dulikf^»  and  paiUy  tnA  it 
hiealtiu  He  <Ued  it  Pojpi^s,  in  tbe  paritk  of  Hktlkl4 
of  aoonnui^on,  Junte  1,  174*,  in  iht  aitth  jreair  ol 
hii  afe.  His  friend  Gray,  in  kiqth  Latin  and  JEoglislil 
lias  patlMtically  lament^  his  loss. 

Stephen  Dock,  the  thresher,  whom  the  (hgsea  had 
appointed  keeper  of  Meiiin*s  cave  in  Riichmond^Paik. 

ODE  XXVIT. 

Page  125.  The  Right  Hon.  Henry  Pelham,  brother 
to  the  duke  of  Newcastle,  was  at  the  time  of  his  death, 
6rst  commissioner,  chancellor,  and  under- treasurer 
of  the  Exchequer. 

187.     The  same  sab  morn  to  church  and  state^ 
(So far  our  sins  *twas^9^d  by  fate) 
A  double  strohe  was  giv^n ;] 
The  6th  of  March,  1754,  was  remarkable  for  the  pub- 
lication of  the  philosophical  works  of  Lord  BoIin|[* 
broke,  and  the  death  of  Mr.  Pelham. 


VOTES.  r6^ 


■»"■■  '  J' 


ODE  xxviir. 

Page  i%t.  Or  wrapt  in  solemn  tkoughtf  andplnmng  wo,  ] 
This  alludes  to  Mr.  Gray's  Elegy  written  in  a  country 
church-yard. 

lb .    But  soon  zoiti  bolder  note,  and  wilder ^^ At,  ] 
The  Bard,  a  Pindaric  Ode. 

ib.    Now  led  ly  pl(^Jul  fancy s  Hand] 
The  Progress  of  Poetry,  a  Pindaric  Ode. 

>S^*     ^  guardian  Angel  of  our  early  day,'] 
Ode  on  a  distant  prospect  of  Eton  College. 

ib.     ITe  Fiends  wAp  rankle  in  tke  human  heart, ] 
Hymn  to  Adversity. 

ODE  XXXII. 

Page  146.  Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams,  second 
son  of  John  Hanbury,  Esq.  a  South-Sea  Direflor, 
was  ill  1715  defied  member  for  thie  county  of  Mon- 
mouth,  sind  re^chosen  in  1739,  on  being  appointed 
paymaster  of  the  mai^ii^^Sy  ^"^  ^^  ^^^  general  eledlton 
in  1741.  On  the  20th  of  06tober,  1744,  he  was  in^ 
stalled  a  Knight  of  the  Bath,  and  in  1746  appointed 
minister  to  the  court  of  Berlin.  In  that  situation  he 
remained  until  the  ^h  of  May,  1 749,  when  he  was 
named  envoy  extraordinary  and  plenipotentiary  to  the 
same  court.  In  1754  he  represented  the  borough  of 
Leominster,  and  about  that  time  went  ambassador  to 
the  court  of  Russia.  He  acquitted  himself  in  his 
several  employments  abroad  with  considerable  abifi- 


Ik)  i  bill  declining  in  hralih,  he  relurncd  la  England, 

md  died  llw  id  (if  November,  1759. 
lb.     ^io  tan/or  WilUamfitl  likeyok  f] 

Duke  of  Cumberland. 

HJ,         Frem  Mi,  diar  Mena'tjiood, 
By  iii  vititriBu)  FatitrUd, 
Htfiak'd  kii  viaidm  ticord,  ktsked,'] 

The  river  Mayne,  nfar  Dettingcn,  where  George  the 

Second  engaged  the  French  in  penon,  i7lh  of  June, 

1743.     At  Ihit  battle  the  Duke  gave  lignal  proofs  of 

valor,  conduct,  and  inlrepidily. 

148.     Tkii,  after  TouTnay'i  fatal  day,'\ 

The  battle  of  Tournay,   fought  30th  of  April,  1745.    ' 

In  this  engagement  the  Duke  commanded  in  chief 

against  Marsiial  Saxe. 

ODE  XXXIIl. 
Page  150.    This  Ode  commences  with  an  allusion 
la  the  Author's  having  been  educated  a  Roman  Ca- 
tholic. 

I  j«     To  smtU  tomefiauTe  tyranCi  pride. 
Good  Fleuky  pouri  the goldtn tide 
On  Gallia'i  tmiling  shorei : 
Cardinal   Fleury  was  Preceptor  to  Lewis  XV,  and 
afterwards  Prime  Minister  of  France. 

ODE  XXXIV. 
^'8'  'S3'    Henry  Lowther,    Viscount    Lonsdale, 
died  Match  the  6th,  1731. 


i 

MOTES.  167 


[•         And  should  the  shaft  of  treacherous  spleen 
Glance  venom" d  thro^  this  peaceful  scene. 
Unheeded  may  it  fly  /] 
fing  to  a  scandalous  libeU 


